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IL ne faut pourtant pas croire que lcs Grecs 
manquent de Feu. Tout s'anime au corv- 
traire, tout parle, tout agit dans leurs Ecrits. 
Mais c'eft plus l'A&ion & le Spe&acle que les 
Paroles, & plus la Paffion & le Sentiment que le 
Difcours ; au lieu que les Francois ont fouvent 
donne dans le Difcours & les Paroies pour fup- 
pleer au Spe£taele ou a la Paffion. Combien de 
Portraits, de Sentences, & de Lieux communs 
bien frappes, ont arrache des Applaudiffemens 
qui devoient etre referves a l'emotion Theatrale 
qu'on ne fentoit pas ? ce n'eft que le fang froid 
qui applaudit a la Beaute des Vers dans un Spec- 
tacle. 

Brumoy, Tbeat. des Grecs. 



TO HIS GRACE 



The Duke of Devonshire, 

Lord Lieutenant <?f Ireland. 

I 
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My Lord, 

IT was the frequent Pra&ice of 
the ancient Greek Tragedians, to 
make their Compofitions for the 
Theatre fubfervient to the Welfare 
of the State. The Legiflator's Wif- 
dom was inforced by the Poet's Art. 
Public Guilt was ftigmatized, and 
public Virtue applauded. Of this 
Kind fomewhat is, or ought to be, 
lliadowed out in the following Tra- 
gedy. 

A 2 But 
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iv DEDICATION. 

But it may poflibly be afked, 
<c Why this Addrefs from a Writer 
" who is, and determines to remain, 
" unknowji ?" 

My Lord, it comes from one, 
who, altho' he hath not wanted Op- 
portunities, hath ever fcorned to pro- 
ftitute Addrefles of this * Kind to 
Views of Intereft. But if it hath 
for once happened in his Time, that 
Virtue and Power are eminently 
united ; his honeft Difdain of offering 
Incenfe to the one, fhall not intimi- 
date him from avowing his Reve- 
rence of the other. 
» 

More efpecially, the natural Re- 
lation which the Defign of this Tra- 
gedy bears to your Grace's Condud, 
gives its Author a kind of equitable 
Title, without Leave, to prefix your 
Name. Thus, while he delineates 
Rebellion* he contrails it with true 
Loyalty : And to an Example of Se- 




DEDICATION. v 

dition drawn from ancVmt Days, op- 
pofes a Chara&er from modern Life, 
who in the higheft Station, and mod 
. perilous Times, hath been the Re- 
Jiorer of Unify and Concord. 

I am, 

My Lord, 

with the higheft Efteem 3 
your Grace's 
moll obedient Servant, 



The Author. 
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PROLOGUE; 

Written by the Author of the Tragedy, 

Spoken by Mr. Holland in the Character 
of the Genius of Britain. 

< 

fT*0 tt/*r» rfo Sww 5/ Freedom to be wife, 

Lo, Britain's guardian Genius quits the Sties, 
IVith Pity, Heaven bath feen thro 9 many an Age, 
The bold Invader lur'd by Facliorfs Rage ; 
Seen the dark Workings of Rebellion's Train, 
While Patriots planned, and Heroes bled in vain. 

Behold, your Country's faithlefs Foe, once more 
With threatnitig Squadrons crowd yon koflile Shore. 
Behold Opprefiion's bloody Flag unfurl 9 d ; 
See Bolts prepar'd, to chain the Weftern World. 
JRJfe, Britons, rife / to Heavn and Virtue true : 
Expiring Liberty looks up to You ! 
Pour on the common Foe your Rage combined, 
And be the Friends of Freedom and Mankind f 

No more let Difcord Britain'* Peace deflroy ; 
Nor fpurn thofe Bleffings., Reafon bids enjoy : 
Oh, weigh thofe Bleffings in her equal Scale ! — 
Say, — When did Jujlice wear a whiter Veil? 
When did Religion gentler Looks difclofe, 
To blefs her Friends, and pity ev'n her Foes ? 
A richer Harvejl when did Commerce reap ? 
When rode your Fleets more dreadful o'er the Deep? 

Cr 
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PROLOGUE. 

Or when more bright ( bear, Envy ! hear, and own !) 
Did Truth, did Honour beam from Britain*/ Throne? 

Seize then the Happinefs deny'd your Foes : 
Nor blindly fcorn the Gifts which Heav'n bejlows : 
Gifts, the World's Envy ! happy Britain'/ Pride ! 
For which, your generous Fathers toiVd and d/df 
Let Union lift the Sword, direcl the Blow y 
And hurl a Nation's Vengeance on its Foe ! 
As your bold Cliff's, when Tides and Tempejls roar f 
Fling back the manning Billows from the Shore. 
One Head, one Heart, one Arm, one People^ rife t 
Nor fall, divided Valour's Sacrifice I — 
But if, by Hope of proud Invafion led, 
Unaw'd Rebellion lift her gory Htad ; — 
Treafon, attend ! — here view the Rebel's Fate 5 
Nor hope, thy Arm can /hake a free-born State : 
See Blood and Horror end what Guilt began $ 
And tremble at thy Woes, in Athelftan. 
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The PERSONS. 

* 

English. 

Athelstan, Duke of Mercia, Mr. Garrick- 
Siward, his Lieutenant, Mr. Davies. 
Egbert, an Officer, Mr. Ross. 

Thyra, Mrs. Cibber. 

Edwina, her Fellow Captive, Mrs. Bennet. 

Danes. 

GoTHMu^the Captain J Mf MuRpHy 

Harold, his Lieutenant* Mr. Havard. 
Goodwin, Mr. Burton. 

Dunelm, Mr. Jefferson. 

SCEN E, the Danijb Camp near London. Time, 
from the Evening, till Midnight. 
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A T H E L S T A N. 



A C T I. 

S C E N E I. The open Camp. . 

Harold. 
OTHMUNDa Warrior ? By eur Gods 
of Denmark, 
I cou'd have fack'd ten Cities fince the 
Morn. 

The lingering Sun goes down, and yet 
beholds 

The Danijh Sword hang pow'rlefs o'er the Foe. 

To bim> L) u n elm. 
Dunelm, well met. — What means this vile Delay? 
What haft thou feen ? 

Dunelm. 
From yonder Eminence, 
Ev'n now, I faw proud London wrapt in Fire. 
. Harold, behold yon dufky Wreaths of Smoke : 
Yon pitchy Cloud is fraught with glorious Ruin. 

Harold, 

Indeed ! 

B D ir J 
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2 ATHELSTAN. 

DUNELM, 

I faw the Flames befiege the Tow'r 
Which proudly had fcorn'd the general Aflault 
Of Denmark's Pow'r. Soon fpread the fulphur'd Fires, 
Mining it's Bafe : at length, with horrid Crafii, 
The Pile fell headlong, like a Wreck of Nature. 
And as it fell, a hollow Murmur piere'd 
Mine Ear, that feem'd an Army's dying Groan. 
I law the Breach in the proud City's Wall, 
Where our brave Danes pour'd in, while Shouts of 
Conqueft 

Difmay'd the flying Rear. Harold, ere this, 
The City's won. 

Harold. 
No more — I'm forry for't. 

Dun elm. 

What! when ourTroops thro' ten longMoonshave toil'd, 
Till Siege and fell Difeafe have thin'd our Ranks, 
Before this Capital,, this haughty London, 
The Miftrefs of the Ifland. When her TowVs 
Are humbled in the Duft ! ev'n then to wear 
That clouded Eye ! Much it might fuit a Briton j 
But ill becomes a Dane. 

Harold. 

Have I not Caufe 
To hate our General ? 

DUNELM. % 

Grant it: yet no Caufe 

To hate the Victories his Sword hath gain'd 

For Denmark's Weal. 

Harold. 
Difhonour blaft his Laurels ! 
Ere fince I won full Glory from our Wars, 
He checks my Valour, left it mould o'ertop, 
And fliadow his— Behold, this very Day, 
When mighty London falls a Prey to Denmark^ 
I'm pent within the Circuit of a Camp, 

On 
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ATHELSTAN. 3 

On an obfcure and ignominious Charge. 

My Sword, inglorious, fleeps within its Scabbard, 

Depriv'd its Prey. Yes : well he knew, this Arm 

Had led the Storm : as erft it did, to him 

And his Compeers ; when Norway's frozen Cities 

Sunk at my Frown ; when thro' conflicting Hofts 

I op'd the dreadful Track ; while far behind 

He loyter'd in the Breach, and poorly reap'd 

The Gleanings of my Faulcion. 

Dun elm. 
Peace, brave Harold. 
* Nor let DhTention blot the gen'ral Triumph. 

Harold. 

Here, Dunelm, here (hall deep Revenge lie pent, 
Muft'ring it's Rage : but foon th' impatient Flood 
Shall burft the Mound, and overwhelm his Pride. 
Yes : may I ne'er more win the Wreath of Conqueft % 
Ne'er fall triumphant in the Field of Fame j 
But groan out Life, ftretch'd on th* unmanly Couch \ 
If I repay not Goth mund's uncaus'd Hate, 
With deadlieft Vengeance ! 

Dunelm, 
Let thy Vengeance wait 

Some darker Hour Behold, where Goodwin comes. 

His Eye fpeaks Victory : and his glad Step 
Prevents the welcome Tidings of his Tongue. 

SCENE II. To them Goodwin. 

Goodwin. 
Hail, valiant Harold ! This great Day fhall fliine 
In Denmark's Annals. Gothmund fends thee greetings 
With the glad News of England's Overthrow. 
Himfelf mall foon arrive. 

Harold. 
Brave Goodwin, welcome: 

More welcome for thy Tidings. London then, 

B 2 England' i 
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4 ATHELSTAN. 

. England's chief Boa!*,, is fall'n.— 

Goodwin. 
Ev'n now it burns. x 

See yon afcending Clouds. Yon pillar'd Smoke, 

That hides the Welkin, is it's laft Remain. 

The Englijk Pow'rs have left the bleeding Ramparts ; 

The wide Breach choak'd withHeaps of Slain* on which 

We mounted to the Storm. 

Harold. 

How went the Day ? 

Where fought our Gen'ral Gothmund? 

Goodwin. 

On the Thames. 

Soon as the Signal of Aflault was given, 

The Danijh Fleet came on. Our Standard then, 

The Raven, hov'ring on his Wing, appear'd 

With ominous Glare ; and feem'd to croak Deftru&ion. 

Then furious Gothmund, from the crowded Decks 

Follow'd by ftiouting Thoufands, leapt to Shore 

With ruinous Aflault : 

Harold* 

What ? no Refinance \ 

Goodwin. 
Yes j bloody was the Fray : The Scale of War 
Hung doubtful; till the mighty Athelstan, 
Mercians brave Duke, to Denmark's aid came on ; 
Spur'd by a keen Revenge more flrong than Glory, 
Led his revolted Mercians, up the Breach, 
And mingled in the Storm. 

Harold. 

W T hat next enfu'd ? 

Goodwin. 

Confufion and wild Rout. For England *s Pow'r, 

Dreading the vengeful Sword of Athelstan, 

Shrunk iVojn his Rage : then Denmark** Star prevail'd : 

The Britons rled : and now, by Right of War, 

1 The City's Wealth, it's captive Youth and Virgins, 

Arc fairn the Soldiers Plunder.. 

2 ' Harold. 
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ATHELSTAN. 5 

Harold. 

It feems then, Gothmund owes full half his Conqueft 
To Athelstan's Revenge. 

Goodwin. 
Aye, more than half. 

Ne'er did fuch deadly Valour 4 fweep the Field : 
His hoary Head clafp'd in a fteel rib'd Helm, 
He fprung to Vengeance, and forgot old Age. 
With fuch a headlong Courfe he led the War, 
That Denmark's Troops, nay his own firey Mercians 
Linger'd behind : while he, attended only 
By Death and Fate, which at his right Hand rag'd, 
Thin'd the retreating Foe. 

HaAold, 

Thank we the Gods, 

Who fow Diflention in thefe Brttijh Hearts ! 
Elfe, ne'er had this fair City fall'n our Prey ! 

Dun elm. 
Know ye the Caufe why this proud Duke of Mcrci* 
Revolted from his King ? 

Goodwin. 

Pride and Revenge. 

Some fuit deny'd him, which the royal Bounty, 

Unequal to the Cravings of it's People, 

Granted his Foe. No more. His flrey Spirit 

Mounted to fudden Rage : with fecret Levy 

He mutter* d all his Pow'rs, and join'd with Denmark 

To overwhelm his Country. 

Harold. 

Be it ours, 

To nurfe this ufeful Treafon : Thus invading, 
While we divide, wefcconqucr. 

Dun elm. 

Hark ! I hear 

The Shouts of Vi&ory. 

Goodwin. 
Gothmund approaches. 

♦ 
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6 ATHELSTAN. 

His Troops come laden with the precious Spoil 
Of this imperial City. Captive Maids, 
The fwcct Reward of Valour, grace his Triumph : 
And Infants, doom'd to drink the bitter Draught 
Of endlefs Slavery in a foreign Clime, 

* 

SCENE III. To them, Gothmund inTriumpb. 
A Train of Prifoners. ^Egbert in Chains, 
as a Prifoner. 

Harold. 

Hail, valiant Gothmund ! Denmark's proudeft Boaft ! 
Whom mighty Odin, the dread God of War, 
Hath crown'd with England } s Conqueft ! 

Gothmund. 

Faithful Harold, 

The City's won. London, whofe haughty Tow'rs 
We ftiook fo long with terrible Aflault, 
At length is fail'n, and blazes to the Sky. 
'Twas Pity, Harold, on fo great a Day, 
When the rich Plunder of the War was feiz'd, 
Thy Valour loft it's Prey. But fair Divifion 
Of our acquired Spoil, of Wealth and Captives, 
Shall bring thee Recompenfe. 

Harold. 
I thank thee, Gen'ral. 
Devoted to thy Will, I held my Charge, 
To guard our Camp from the out-fallying Foe : 
A Charge lefs fplendid than the Poft in Battle* 
Yet, as conducing to the general Weal, 
No whit lefs honourable. 

Gothmund. 

Harold, behold 

This Train of Captives : to thy Charge I give them : 
Jkt chiefly that ftern Youth, whofe Arm oppos'd 
Singly to mine, long held the Conflict doubtful. 
N o common Ranfom mail redeem him hence. 
Why deft thou frown? [to Egbert. 

' Egbert. 
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ATHELSTAN. 7 

Egbert. 
Becaufe I dare to fcorn 
My Country's Foe. 

GoTHMUND. 

So haughty in thy Chains ? 
What Title bear'ft thou ? 

Egbert. 

'Tis enough for thee, 

To know me ftill a Briton ; thence to fear me. 

Gothmund. 
A Conqu'ror fear his Captive ! By our Gods, 
Speak but another Word, audacious Chrljllan^ 
I'll plunge thee in the deep Norwegian Mine, 
Among thefe Slaves the Vaflals of my Sword, 
To toil in Darknefs thro' the live-long Year, 
'Till baleful Damps confume thee. 

Egbert. 
Yes : bury me in Darknefs 5 in the Depth, 
Where Shvcry drinks the peftilential Vapour $ 
For that I've liv'd to fee my Country's FalJ ! 
I dare thee to the Deed, rapacious Dane ! 
But well I know, thy Hand expe&s the Ranfom j 
Nor aught but Av'rice chains thy Cruelty. 

Gothmund. 
What? Shall I wafte the Hours in fruitlefs Parle 
With an audacious Slave!— Lo, Mercians Duke 
Comes with his warlike Train. Retire, ye Slaves ; 
And at an awful Diftance bow to Valour. — [They re- 
tire backwards, 

TruVflrey Athelstan ! Yes, I cou'd curfe [J/lde. 

His Sword victorious, and wide wafting Arm 

That blafted all my Wreaths ; and won the Praife 

Of this eventful Day !— Hence envious Fame 

Shall tarnifli Gothmund's Glory ; while (he whifpers, 

Or haply to the liftning World proclaims, 

That Britain conquer'd Britain.— Come ; fell Hate ! 

Pour all tby Poifon on my Heart j and turn 

B-4 Friendmip 
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8 ATHELSTAN, 

Friendfliip to Enmity ! — Should he revolt?— 

The Rebel dare not: Nor»can e'errepafs 

The Gulph which he hath leapt ; and fevers him 

For ever from his Country. — Yet 'tis meet 

That Prudence greet him with fair Speech, and Smiles j 

Till fomedefir'd Occafion yield Pretence, 

And fpurn him o(F, to Shame. — 

Let Denmark's Raven wave his dreadful Wing, [ Aloud. 
To hail the glad Approach of Athelstan : 
And found, in Honour of our firm Ally, 
The Inftruments of War, 

SCENE IV, To them, Athelstan-, with 

bis Train, 

GoTHMUND. 

* 

I greet thee, Athelstan. Thy mighty Arm, 
On this great Day, hath mam'd it's former Doings. 
Thro' the red Tracks of Death I faw thee feek 
The King. His Troops, (tricken with cowarc| Guilty 
Fled trembling at the Sightjof injured Valour 
Wak'd into Wrath. Yes, wondring Ijenmark faw, 
How Terror ftalk'd before thee thro' the Streets, 
While thy broad Faulcion flam'd ; and* dread Revenge 
Frown'd on thy Helm like Fate. 

Athelstan. 

* ■ 

No Flattery, Gothmund. 

Balm to the Fool's, it wounds the brave Man's Ear. 
My Sword hath reap'd full Vengeance on its Foes ; 
And vanquim'd Ethelred with Tears and Groans 
Shall rue the Wrongs he did me. 

Gothmund. 

Valiant Duke, 

Such Vengeance well became fuch Wrongs as thine. 

Athelstan. 
My Wrongs were loud for Vengeance. Pity wept : 
But Reafon choak'd her Voice : — For awful Juftice 
Muft drop her Sword, unnerve her lifted Arm, 

Unbridled 
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ATHELSTAN. 9 

Unbridled Pow'r turn Order into Chaos, 
Shou'd Pity melt at proud Oppreflion's Fall. — 
What Youth is that, who from the captive Throng 
Comes forth with haughty Strides ? 

Got hmund. 
An unknown Briton : 

Yet fierce in Battle; for his Sword was fatal 
To many a Dane ; and midft the falling Ranks 
JUg'd like a Whirlwind. Mark his fearlefs Mien. 
He weaYs the Pride of Conqueft, tho* in Chains. 
His Eye devours thee, Athelstan.— 

Athelstan, 

I reck not. 

Let him come on : Til meet his Pride unmov'd. 

[Egbert advanmi. 
_ Who dares to frown on Athelstan ? 

Egbert.* 

A Briton. 

Athelstan. 

Who art thou ? 

Egbert. 
One, who heedlefs of thy Rage, 
Dares throw his Scorn on Guilt. 

Athelstan.. 
Audacious Captive ! 

Think'ft thou I fear thy frown ? 

Egbert. 

Oh, bleeding England ! 

Behold thy fatal Foe ! [He burfts into Tear*. 

Athelstan. 
Weep'ft thou, brave Youth ? 
Tho' I have pour'd Deftru&ion on thy King, 
I wage no War with Captives. Gen'rous Warrior, 
My Pov/r fhall lhield thee, and unbind thy Chains. 

" Egbert. 
Stand off. — I chufe to wear them. 

Athel- 
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io » ATHELSTAN. 

Athelstan, 
Why that Choice? 

Egbert. 
Left thefe brave captive Britons, (hackled there. 
Should brand me for a Traitor. 

Athelstan, 

Heed thee well. 

Think what thou art, and where. — 

Egbert. 

Thank Heaven, 

I am not Athelstan ! 

Athelstan. 
Nay, I can frown too. — 

Egbert. 
Blum, — rather blufh ! The crimfon Hue of Shame 
Wou'd better fuit thy Crimes ! 

GOTHMUND, 

Peace, arrogant Youth ! 

Athelstan. 
Who gave to thee this Privilege of Scorn ? 
This Right of Infult and bold Accufation ? 

Egbert. 
That Pow'r who gave me Reafon and Humanity : 
That awful Pow'r Above, who bids me dare 
To ftrip falfe Treafon of her Mafk of Pride ; 
And (hew the Hag, in her own Shape and Hue, 
The foulcft Fiend of Hell. 

Athelstan. 
Thy Chains protea thee ! 

GOTHMUND. 

Goodwin, lead forth thefe Captives to the Fleet; 
And let the firft fair Breeze that fills the Sail 
Waft them to Denmark's Shore. — Harold, bear 
hence, 

And guard that Infolent. [Pointing to Egbert. 

E g b e r t. 
Farewell, brave Friends ! 

My 
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My faithful Countrymen ! 1 weep your Fate, 

Doom'd to th' Oppreffions of a barbarous Clime f 

Oh, may fome friendly Storm in Pity rife, 

And bid the Fury of devouring Seas 

In Mercy fwallow you ! — Accurfed Treafon ! 

Lo, thy devoted Train ! Oh fal fe, falfe A t h e l s t a n ! 

[£*. Egbert, Harold, Goodwin, 
Dunelm, and Captives, 

Athelstan. 
Go, froward Briton ! 

Got hmunDi 
Valiant Athelstan, 

Heed not a Captive's Clamour. Denmark now 
Boafts thee her Friend. And for undoubted Proof 
Of that Efteem, wherewith I note thy Valour ; 
Behold the precious Spoils my Arm hath won 
Amid the gen'ral Plunder : Gold or Captives, 
Lands, Palaces, whate'er inventive Paflion 
Can fancy for Enjoyment, waits thy Will : 
Command it ; for 'tis thine. 

Athelstan. 
Of Gold, or Lands, 

The Plunder of the War, I reck not aught. 
For, to the noble Mind, a great Revenge 
Outweighs all other Good. This I have reap'd 
Full-meafur'd ; Of my tbanklcfs Country's Blood 
My Sword hath drank, ev'n to Satiety ; 
No other Boon it craves. 

Gothmund. 
Brave Athelstan, 

Ev'n as thou wilt. — Has then no precious Spoil 
Inrich'd thy Valour ? 

Athelstan. 
Yes : one beauteous Captive, 
Won in the City's Storm: and now confxgn'd 
To Siward's Care, a brave and faithful Friend, 
Who leads her hithcrward.; So winning fwect ! 
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12 A T H E L S T A N. 

The furly Troops gaz'd on her as fhe pafs'd, 
And Silence fpoke their Wonder. 

GOTHMUND. 

Such a Fair 

May haply mourn in fecret ; that her Lot 
Fell to thy aged Arm. Some youthful Warrior 
Might better fuit her Wifh. 

Athelstan. 
I mean, to (hield her 
From the rude Will of infolent Defire. 

GOTHMUND,, 

Indeed! 

Athe lstan. 
Indeed. — It was her chafte Requeft. 
And mark me : Tho* my Arm hath quelPd it's Foes, 
Yet Athelstan would blufh, to wreak his Vengeance 
On a defencelefs Woman. 

GoTHMUND. 

By what Chance 

Did'fl thou obtain this Captive ? 

Athelstan. 

While the Storm 

Rag'd in the Streets ; Fate led my conqu'ring Band, 
Where this fair Captive mourn'd the Lot of War, 
I found her kneeling ; with uplifted Eyes, 
And Majefty refign'd, imploring Heav'n. 
Rouz'd by the Shouts of War, fhe rofe : Her Train 
FilPd all the Place with female Lamentation : 
But fhe, in Grief fuperior, check'd their Cries, 
And grae'd her Woes with regal Dignity. 
, With fuch a noble Mien (he fu'd /or Mercy, 

That Vengeance flood fubdu'd : while namelefs Graces, 
Beauty, and Mildnefs, and majeftic Grief, 
Like Guardian Pow'rs which Heav'n had planted round 
her, 

Check'd the rude Accefs of unhallow'd Rage: 
That ev'n the Sons of Violence drop'd the Sword, 

To 



Digitized by Google 
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To gaze at awful Diftance. — Tow'rd her Tent, 
This Way (he moves with her attendant Train. 
Behold her here, 

SCENE V. To them, Thvra, Edwina, 
Siward, and female Attendants. 

GOTHMUND. 

Indeed, fupremely fair. 

Atheis ta k. 
Thyra, be comforted : Nay, dry thefe Tears. 
Elfe (hall I deem my too officious Cares 
Loft on a thanklefe Heart. 

Thyra. 

Oh, Athelstan ! 

Whofe Mercy fpeaks thee brave ! Forgive thefe Tears. 
# For my dear Lord, to me than Life more dear ; 
Thefe Sorrows flow I — Indeed, my thankful Heart 
Melts in warm Gratitude to thy kind Care, 
Which favV me from' the Horrors of this Day. 
But, Oh !— my Hu(band ! 

GOTHMUND. 

Why thefe dreaming Tears ? 

What of her Hufband ? Did he fall in Battle I 

A T H E L S T A N. 

That is her Fear : 

Tho' Rumour yet fpeak doubtful of his Fate. 

Thyra. 

Too fure, he's fall'n ! — Ye gen'rous Warriors, hear,— 

Hear a poor Captive's Pray'r ! — Oh, let your Guards 

Conduct my faithful Servants to the Field : 

Or give me Safe-guard thro' the deathful Scene ; 

I will diveft me of my Woman's Fear, 

And with a Scythian Boldnefs tread in Gore 5 

Drag off the Heaps of overwhelming Foes, 

Till I have found my Egbert's dear Remains, 

To give them Burial. The laft, mournful Duty 

I e'er can pay his Love* 

ATHSt- 
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i 4 ATHELSTAN, 

Athelstan. 
Defpond not, Fair one : 
Haply, he yet may live. 

Thyra. 

Oh, flatt'ring Hope ! 

Grant me but That ! — But That, ye Pow'rs of Heav'nf 

GOTHMUND, 

Now, by our Gods of Denmark y Athelstan, 
This is too bright a Fair, for Age like thine 
Idly to gaze on. 

At H El STT a n. 
Beauty, thus afflidred, 
Merits my PowYs Protection. 

GOTHMUND, 

Is fhe not 

The Captive of thy Sword ? 

A t he l s T a i*. 
True, but the Sword 
That won, fhall guard her. 

GOTHMUND. 

What if Gothmund's Will 

Shou'd raife this Fair one from the captive Throng, 

To grace his Bed ? 

A T H ELSTAN. 

By Law of War (he's mine; 
And I have fworn Protection. 

Goth mundi 

From thy Foe 

To fhield thy Captive, were a Talk of Praife 
Worthy thy Arm. But when a true Ally, 
Thy Friend in War, intreats fo fmall a Boon — 

Athelstan. 
Gothmund, the Friend whofe erring Wifli demands 
What Honour cannot yield — I pray, no more— 

GOTHMUND. 

If Gothmuhd's Friendflwp, in thy thanklefs Heart, 
Infenfible to all my proffer'd Bounty, 

Stands 
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Stands at fo cheap a Price— Protect thy Captive. 
Let thy Pow'r fhield her as it may.— Lead on. — 

[Exit Gothmuno. 
Athelstan. 
Imperious Dane! Would'ft thou bend Athelstan 
Beneath thy Pride ? — His parting Words and Looks 
Darted Contempt. — This the Reward of Conqucft ? 
This, Valour's Recompenfe ? 

SlWARD. 

'Twas what I fear'd. — 

Why did Revenge feduce thee from thy King ! 
Bear Witnefs, Heav'n, if e'er I trod the Field, 
Or bar'd my Sword in fceming Aid of Dmmark, 
Save in the honeft Hope, to check thy Vengeance. 

Athelstan. 
What ? To a thanklefs King, a favour'd Foe 
Ba/king beneath the royal Smile, to yield 
With coward- like Submiflion ? — Friend, no more. 
The Dye of Fate is thrown. 

SlWARD. 

Did ft thou not fee, 

How Paffion kindled, while with ardent Gaze 

He ey'd fair Thvra's Charms ? • His Soul hath caught 

A fwift and deep Infection. Mark th' Event. 

Athel sta n. 
Weak is thy Fear. Tho' bold in Violence, 
He dare not wake my Rage. 

Thyra. 

Oh gen'rous Duke, 

Behold me at thy Feet ! I fee the Storm 
Faftgath'ring o'er my Head ! Redeem, redeem me 
From this rapacious Dane ! I dread not Death • 
Whofe Image, from my earlieft Age of Woe, 
Hath been the calm Companion of my Thoughts. 
Then let thy Arm, which on this fatal Morn 
Did fhield me, now compleat it's gen'rous Care. 
My forfeit Life is thine. In Pity kill me, 
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Ere yet Diflionour blot my Innocence. 

At HEL3TAN. 

By my good Sword, which won thee in the Storm, 
Again I fwear, not Denmark's proudeft Threat 
Shall wreft thee from me. — Siward, are my Mercians 
Camp'd in their feparate Quarter ? 

SlWARD. 

Aye, my Lord : 

Weftward, a Mile ; on a fair rifing Ground, 
Fall by the River's Brink. 

Athelstan. 
This Night I meant 

To pafs in Council with the General GotHmund, 

On future Enterprize. But fince his Pride 

Brooks no Controul ; — wou'd Heav'n I had not come ! 

Since it is thus : — At leaft his Pride mail feek me : 

And if I find him bent on Violence, 

The Morning Sun mall fee me quit his Camp. 

Haft thou prepar'd fair Thyra's Tent by mine ? 

SlWARD. 

I did command it fo. 

Athelstan. 

Retire we then. 

Thyra, 
I merit not thy Care. Why mou'd I live, 
When my dear Lord is loft, and England fall'n ! 

Athelstan. 
Touch not on That For by this Arm it fell. 
Yes : I have wafli'd my Footfteps in the Blood 
Of my defpairing Foes.— But oh, for whom ! 
Til think no more.— Come, Thyra, to thy Tent. 



End of /^First Act. 
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\ 

S, C E N E I. The open Camp. 
Gothmund, Harold, Dunelm. 

GoTHMUND. 

O AST thou not feen her, Harold ? 
^ A Harold. 
Much I have heard. 

Her Beauty dwells on ev'ry Soldier's Tongue, 
And half eclipfes Conqueft. 

Gothmund, 

Oh, fuch Beauty ! 

Harold, her Eye's bright Beam might thaw the cold 
Norwegian's Bread ; or warm the frozen Sons 
Of Lapland into Love. — Oh Earth and Heav'n ! 
My Soul's on Fire ! — The Glories of the War, 
The Wreaths of Conqueft ficken on her Sight. 
Avaunt, Ambition ! yield thy Throne to Love ! 
HaroiA), (he muft be mine. 

Harold* 

What lets thee then ? 

What Bar fo ftrong, to guard her from thy Wifli ? 
Each cobweb Hindrance to thy Breath fhall yield, 
If thou but will her Thine. 

GoTHMUN D. 

May I ne'er taftc the Warrior's Lot in Death, 

Ne'er quaff the rich Meath in th' infernal Courts, 

Where mighty Odin rules the glorious Dead, 

If I not feize her Beauties. — But, brave Harold, 

This delicate Captive is no common Food, 

C Like 
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Like what we (hatch in ev'ry City's Plunder, 

For grofs Dcfire to feed on. I wou'd win 

Her Soul's Con fen t : wou'd kindle mutual Paffion* 

To meet my Flame : At leaft, by fair Perfuafipn 

Wou'd temper Pow'r ; that the EfFe& might feem 

Without all She/v of Violence. Harold, Jiafte thee 

To the fair Captive's Tent. Tell her, the/Gods 

Of Denmark claim their wonted Sacrifice j 

Of captive Youths, and thirft for England's Gore. 

But if he* dear Confentfhall crown my Wifli, 

Our Gods propitious will accept her Smile, 

In Ranfom for their Blood. Paint forth the Terrors 

Of the dread Sacrifice ; the Victims bound j 

The howling Incantations of our Priefts 

Invoking Hell ; the glittering Faulcion bar'd ; 

The dreaming Gore, and Horrors of the Altar. 

The mournful Tale mail melt her into Grief, 

And Pity plead Confent. 

Harold* 

I wait thy Will, 

Yet were my Counfel worthy Gothmund's Ear— 

GoTHMUND, 

What woud'ft thou ?— Sav.— 

Harold. 
Some captive Briton beft 
Wou'd bend her Pride. 

G0THMUND1 

Not fo. Thefe ftubborn Britons > 

Unconquer'd ev'n in Chains, defy our Swords; 

Awful in Ruin : Like their kindred Oaks, 

Tho* blafted by the Thunder of the War, 

They proudly bear their fcorched Ribs aloft, 

And brave the Pow'r that ftruck them. Therefore, Ha- 

That Hope is vain. [roli>* 

Harold. 
Perfuafion, fure, wou'd flow 

Prompt, and more pow'rful from fome Captivc\Torgue, 

To 

< 
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To Death or endlefs Slav'ry doom'd ; yet footh'd 
With Hope, and promis'd Freedom. For the Speech 
Of mimic Art is weak and finewlefs, 
To the ftrong Workings of the lab'ring Soul, 
When Paflion glows within. 

GoTHMUNP, 

'Tis well advis'd. 

Then lead fome captive Briton to her Tent, 
On this great Purpofe. But o'er all I fear 
This haughty Athelstan: He claims her His, 
By Law of Battle 5 and hath fworn Protection. 

H arol d. 

Is Gothmuntd's Pow'r fo weak, then, that he dreads 
A Traitor's Frown ? 

GOTHMUND. 

Nay, by our Gods, I'll feize her ; 
Tho' he, and all the witching Pow'rs of Hell, 
Tho* the weird Sifters, and each horrible Shape 
That haunts the midnight Foreft, hemm her round 
With Magick Incantation. — Harold, fpeed thee. 
1*11 wait thee in my Tent.— [Exit Gqthmvnd. 

■ 

SCENE II. 

Harold. 

Now, Spirit of Mifchief, rife ! Welcome, foul Fiend, 
That rid' ft the Carr of Night ; and fcatter'ft Plagues 
With unfeen Hand ! — Dun elm, he fears me not : 
Nor dreams what Tempeft foon fhall blacken round. 
Did'ft thou not mark that frowning Captive, Egbert ? 

DlINELMi 

I did. 

Harold. 
He beft will bear the General's Love 
To Thyra's Tent — Command him hither, Dunelm. 

[Exit Dunelm. 
His gen'rous Heart {hall burn with fierce Difdain ; 

C 2 And 
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And ftrengthen Thyra's Virtue into Scorn, 
Which Pity cannot bend.— So black a Purpofe 
Known and proclaim'd, may haply rouze to Rage 
The Duke of Mercia ; in whofe fiery Breaft 
Lies Fury, ripe to catch, and blaze in Flames. 
Oh, for fome fwift Occafion, that my Breath 
May kindle Difcord into deadly Feud ! 
Like angry Clouds that fail on warring Winds, 
Their fierce conflicting Wrath fhall meet in Thunder, 
And Ruin clofe the Fray !— 

SCENE III. To him, Egber t. 

Harold. 
Welcome, brave Youth. 
Thy Fame, and known Pre-eminence in Valour , 
Have calPd thee to a generous Talk of Duty, 
For Britain' sWtzl— Thou know'ft, by Doom of War, 
Full fifty Captives to our Gods muft bleed. 

Egbert. 
So doom your fancy'd Gods, the vain Creation 
Of Fear and Cruelty. But righteous Heav'n, ^ 
That fees your BUndnefs with a pitying Eye, 
Detefts the Sacrifice. 

Harold, 

Prevent it then. 

Egbert. 
Name but the Means, If my devoted Blood 
Can fave my guiltlefs Countrymen from Death, 
I vield it to the Altar. 

H A R O L p. 

Valiant Egbert, 

A gentler Talk' Is thine. A captive Beauty 
Briehtens yon Tent : She hath fubdu'd our General. 
The Rage of Love is on him. If thy Tongue 

Can win her to his Bed 

Egbert. 

Harold, no more. Think'ft 
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Think'ft thou, becaufe I drag the Chain of War, 
My Soul muft wear your Shackles ? FalFn a Captive, 
I bear a Briton's Heart : The Coward only 
Earns Safety by Difhonour. 

Harold. 

Yet many a Briton 

Wou'd deem it Service, worth a brave Man's Care, 
To fave devoted Innocence from Death, 
At this cheap Price. Weigh'd with the Blood of Man* 
What is this unknown Woman's Weal or Woe, 
This captive Thyra's Honour? 

Egbert, 
Thyra ?— Thyra ? 

What Thyra ? 

Harold. 
Athelstan's fair Captive Thyra. 
What Terror* s in that Name ?What wonder moves thee? 

Egbert, 

Ye Pow'rs of Heav'n ! — Harold, if thou'rt a Man • 

If ever brave Companion touch'd thy Bread ; 

*f e'er the tender Names of Wife and Hufband, 

The bleeding Anguifli of defpairing Virtue, 

The Love of Worth, or Piety to Heav'n, 

Did fway thy Heart to great and gen'rous Deeds, 

Or melted thee to Pity, hear me now ! 

That Thyra is my Wife ! 

Harold, 

Indeed ? thy Wife ? 

Egbert. 
So fure, as Infamy is hov'ring o'er her, 
My Wife I Devoted to this Ruffian's Luft ! 

Harold. 
Egbert, I love the Valour of a Foe : 
And Worth like thine turns Enmity to Praife. 
How will thy Bofom burn with honed Rage, 
When hiffing Scorn proclaims— 

C3 Egbert. 
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Egbert. 

Oh, thou haft fhook 

My firmeft Fortitude ! I thought her dead. 

When ftie was loft, what more cou'd Egbert fear ? 

Hence cold Defpair had gathered o'er my Soul, 

Wrap'd it in Ice from ev'ry Senfe of 111, 

And chaln'd the ftruggling Tear. But her lov'd Name 

Hath rouz/d me from this Lethargy of Woe, 

Hath thaw'd the frozen Horrors of my Heart, 

And melted me to Childhood. Grief and Joy, 

And Fear, and Hope, in tumult rife within me : 

While thro' the moiftened Chanels of mine Eyes 

Thcfe Sorrows flow : — Yes, for thy Sake, thy Egbert 

Weeps his Captivity ! 

Harold, 

Wafte not in Tears 

The precious Minutes. Speed thee to her Tent. 
Difhonour and Pollution hover o'er it. 

Egbert. 
Perdition feize the Robber ! Gen'rous Harold, 
Lead me to aid this hclplefs Innocence. 
Hear me, brave Countrymen ! and witnefs Heav'n, 
That to redeem your death-devoted Blood, 
Egbert wou'd yield his own — But oh, my Wife ! 
What ! yield her to a Ruffian's Luft ? — Nay rather, 
I'll da(h hjer Beauties into Wounds and Horror, 
For Luft to ftart at. — Lead me to her Tent, 
My lab'ring Heart will burft ! 

Harold. 

Th' attending Guard 

Shall guide thee to her Tent. [Exeunt* 

» » 

SCENE IV. Changes to Thyra's Tent, 

• 

Thyra, Edwin a. 
Sure, 'tis fome warning Pow'r that whifpers here, 
4^y beating Heart forebodes th' Approach of Fate, 
And labours with th* Event.-^EDWiNA, come: 

Friend 
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Friend of my Life, dear Partner of my Woes ! 
Teach me to combat thefe furrounding Terrors, 
That overwhelm my Soul ! 

Edwina, 

Take Comfort, Thyra ; 

All may be well. , 

Thyra. 
Oh, this unpitying Dane / 
Raging with Infolence, and red with Slaughter ! 
What cannot he attempt ! 

Edwina, 

Diftruft not Heav'n. 

The valiant Athelstan hath vow*d Protection. 
Wrong not his generous Care. 

Th y r a. 

May ev'ry Pow'r 

That watches o'er the juft and brave, protect him. 
And crown his Days with Honour ! 

SCENE V. rotbem, Dunelm. 

Dun elm. 

Beauteous Captive, 
A MefTenger from Gothmund— 

Thyra. 

Oh, my Fears ! 

Dunelm. 
He wills, that all depart, 
Save only Thee : for he hath much to fay, 
Meet for thy private Ear. 

Thyra. 

Alas, Edwina ! 

What (hall I do ! Oh leave me not, Edwina ! 
Undone, undone ! 

Dunelm. 
Nay, weep not, beauteous Captive. 
Let all depart ; elfe ye provoke his Rage. [Ex. Dun. Ed. 

C 4 Thyra. 
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Now which Way (hall I turn mc ! Whither fly 

To fliun thefe gathering Horrors ! — Wou'd I had fallen 

Beneath the Battle's Fury ! That the Spear 

Had pierc'd my Heart ! Or that fome flaming Tow'r 

Had been my funeral Pile! —-Why was I fpar'd, 

To fink in deeper Woes ! — Oh, pitying Heav'n, 

If e'er thy Care regarded Innocence, 

Reftpre me to my Lord ! 

SCENE VI, Tuber, Egbert. 

Egbert. 

Behold him here ! 

Thyra, 

Is't poflible ! — 'Tis He! my Lord ! my Hufband ! 
Oh happy Change ! Oh Blifs unfpeakable ! 
Support me, heav'nly Pow'rs ! Support me, Egbert* 
I faint, I faint ! Oh, take me to thy Breaft !— 

Egbert. 

Thou Crown of all my Joys ! Thou Caufe belov'd 
Of all my bittereft Pangs ! Do I once more 
Infold thee in thefe Arms ! 

Thyra, 

Too bounteous Heav r n ! 

And are my Sorrows fled ! Shall Hope once more 
Vifit this Breaft ? Arid do I live to fee thee ! 
Alas, my Lord J thro' what unnumber'd Woes, 
Thro' what a Sea of Horrors have we paft, 
Since laft we parted ! 

Egbert, 
Such is HeavVs high Will. 
England is falPn ! The Majefty of Empire 
Is funk by Fate ! Deftruaion rears her Banner : 
The fatal Raven croaks ; and Britain's weeping Genius, 
Yielding his Charge, flits to fome happier Clime ! 



Thyra, 
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Thyra. 

Oh fatal Day ! be thou for ever wept ! 

Yet ev'ry future Morn (hall hear my Praife, 

And Gratitude fincere arife to Heav'n, 

For this dear Boon, this Cure of ev'ry Woe, 

That I have found my Egbert ! — Say, my Lord, 

Who led thee to thefe Tents ? 

Egbert, 
Thro* the wide Wafte 

Of mortal War, I fought my virtuous Thyra, 
To fave her from the Foe : But fought in vain. 
Then ruftiing on the thickeft War, my Sword 
Edg'd by Defpair, I mow'd my Way ; to where 
Gothmund, intrench'd in triple Rows of Spears, 
Stood like our Country's Fiend. He met my Arm. 
But foon th'o'erwhelming Files that hemm'd him round 
Ended the mortal Strife ; and led me hither, 
The Captive of his Pride. 

Thyra. 

Bleft, bleft Event ! 

Sure, 'twas fome unfeen Angel rul'd thy Fate j 
Now, barbarous Gothmund, I defy thy Threats ! 
Oh Coward ! to infult a helplefs Captive ! [Bur/is into 

Egbert. [Tears. 
Soul of my Soul ! The frowning Fates furround us J 
That thou art here, reftor'd to Life and Me, 
This grateful Tear I offer up to Heav'n ! 
But if fome heavier Ruin hangs unfeen, 
Unkind and cruel was the Sword that fpar'd thee !— 

Thyra. 

But thou art come, like fome bleft Pow'r from Heav'n, 
To banifh all my Fears ! Ah, why that Groan ? 

Eg beet. 
Dear Thyra ! See,— thefe Chains!— 

T h v R A * 
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THYR A, 

Wou'd I cou'd wear them for the* ! 

Egbert, 

Generous Thyra I 

I know thy Love : I do believe thou woud'ft. 

Think then, what Pangs muft rend thy EGBERT'sHeart* 

To fee thy Worth infulted, drag'd by Pow'r 

To foul Difhonour j while this cruel Chain 

Binds down his honeft Vengeance ! 

Thyra, 
Since I have found thee, 
Tho' fetter'd in this ignominious Chain, 
I know not why,— but ev'ry Fear is fled 
There's Safety in thy Arms. — 

Egbert. 

My SouFs beft Part ! 
Wrap not thy Heart in blind Security f 
Helplefs thou feeft me here, as Age or Childhood 
I fear the rifing Storm. Forgive me, Thyra, 
If in the Tempeft of my Rage, thefe Chains 
Shou'd ftrike thee to the Earth ! the cruel Tafk 
Of defpVateLove ! and blot that Heav'nty Form 
With deadly Wounds and Blood j to refcue th«e 
F rom this remorfelefs Dane / 

Thyra. 

But Athelstan, 

Who fav'd me midft the Horrors of this Day-^ 

Eg BERT. 
Who ? Mercians Duke ? 

Thyra. 
Hath brav^y fworn Protection. 

Egbert. 

Curfe the Traitor ! 

'Twas he, whole Sword, unfheath'd bv lawlefs Fury 
Againflhis Country, and the belt of Kings, 

Hath 
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Hath brought Deftru&ion on us.— May his Treafon 
Fall, like an impious Arrow (hot at Heav'n, 
And cleave his hoary Head ! 

Thyra, 

Yet, iflerrnot; 

Ere this, Conviction of his Crime hath wrought 
Repentance in his Heart. 

Egbert. 
No : plead not for him : 
He hath undone us ail I 

Thyra, 
Forgive me, Egbert, 
If Gratitude work ftrong within my Soul.— 
He fav'd me from the Dane. A Mind fo noble, 
Tho' headlong driv'n down by the Tide of Paffioa, 
Muft foon return to Virtue. 

Egbert. 

Cou'd I hope it? 

Cou'd I but hope he wou'd rejoja our Arms, 
We yet might refcue Thee, and refcue England! 

Thyra. 

Behold, he comes ! — Now, Egbert, curb thy Rage, 

Think: He is ftill the Guardian of my Honour. 

Aflume the winning Eloquence of Grief, 

kab'ring beneath it's Wrongs : His generous Heart 

Will melt in Sympathy. 

E G B e R t, 
My virtuous Thyra, 

For thee, and for my bjeeding Country's Sake, 
I'll choak the Pang I groan with, — 

SCENE VII. Totbm, Athelstan, Siwar». 



Athelstan. 
Pown, proud Heart ! 

Oh, I am rent with Anguilh! Never more 



Shall 
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Shall fair Peace keep her Sabbath in my Breaft ! 
Unthankful Dane! 

Siward. 
What lefs cou'd Reafon fear 
From unrelenting Robbers ? 

Atheistan, 

Blind Revenge ! 

Oh whither haft thou led me !— Say, proud Captive, 
Who brought thee to thefe Tents ? 

Thy r a. 

Brave Athelstan, 

This is my Lord, my Egbert.— Honor'd Egbert, 
Lo, Mercians Duke, whofav'd me from Diihonour.— 

Athelstan, 
Yet, rul'd by fullen Pride, he fcorns to thank me, 

Egbert. 
That thou didft fave her from the Rage of War, 
Binds me thy Friend : But that thy trait'rous Arn\ 
Hath madly drawn thy Sword againft thy King, 
Unties that private Bond of Man with Man, 
And bids me ftand thy Foe. 

Athelstan. 
To injur'd Honour 
A brave Revenge was due. 

Egbert. 

Oh Athelstan ! 

Thy Vengeance, in its fatal Courfe, hath fwept 
Thy Friends and Foes in one promifcuous Ruin I 
Childhood and Age, the Gentle and the Brave, 
And helplefs Innocence which never wrong'd thee, 
Have felt the Fury of thy mad Revenge. 
Had'lt thou been England's Friend, thefe bloody Danes % 
Had fled our Shores : No Briton then had drag'd 
Thefe ignominious Chains ! nor helplefs Thyra 
Had cali'd in vain on Earth and Heav'n to fave her ! 

Thyra. 
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Dire is our Fate's Decree, when Egbert weeps ! 
Oh cruel Gothmund ! 

Egbert. 
Falfe, felfe Athelstan ! 

Athelstan, 
No more : — Why rend ye thus my tortur'd Heart ? 
Thy Words are Scorpions in my Breaft.— Ralh Man, 
Take back thyTH yra : — Guard her as thou can'ft 
Farewell : Til hear no longer.-— 

T h y r a. [catching bis Gar-aunt* 

Gen'rous Duke ! 

Leave us not thus ! Leave us not to Deftru&ion! 
We have no Hope but thee ! 

A t hex s'T a n. [breaking from htr. 
Thy tears are vain. — 

S I W A R Di 

Spurn not her Griefs — ■ 

Athelstan. 
Siward, if thou'rt my Friend— 

Egbert. 

Nay, but thou yet {halt hear me : — Acrofs thy Steps 
I'll throw my Body, tho* thy Hand were arm'd 
With Lightning, till thou hear mc — 

Athelstan. 

Urge me not : 

Urge not thy Fate — 

Egbert. 
Alas ! can Fate do more ! , 
Oh Athelstan ! but that I know thy Virtues,, 
I wou'd not ftoop t* intreat thee. Life I reck not. 
Then fpite of thee, I dare to be thy Friend : — 
Yes ; I will fearch thy Heart ; will there dethrone 
Ufurping Paffions that have banifh'd Reafon, 
Eclips'd thy Virtues in their noon-tide Sphere, 
And darken'd all their Brightnefs ! 

ATHEt- 
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Let mc pafa — 

Egbert. 
By Heav'n, I will not, till I have paid the Debt 
Due to thy generous Soul. — Yes ; thou haft been 
My Thyra's guardian Genius Hear me now. 
Hear Aft, as thine : Sent by all-gracious Heav'n, 
Kindly to warn thee of that Sea of Guilt, 
In which thy Rage hath plung'd thee !— Hear the Voice 
That calls thee, to return to Honour's Path ; 
Bravely to quit thy guilty League with Denmark^ 
And fave poor bleeding England ! 

Athels tan. 

Witnefs Heav'n, 

How dear hath England's Happinefs and Fame 
Been to my Soul ! How, on this dreadful Morn, 
When Vengeance led me to the Field of Death, 
My bleeding Heart wept for my Country's Woe, 
And half fubdu'd Revenge !— Behold thefe Tears— 
Thefe Tears proclaim, I am a Briton ftill ! 

Egbert, 
Then aft a Briton's Part.— 

Athel stan. 

Ungrateful King ! 

Why didft thou wake my Rage! why urge my Vengeance 
To lead Deftruction on ! 

Egbert. 
Nay, wrong him not, 

'Tis Paffion's Blindnefs rules thee. — Heav'n and Earth 

Witnefs the untir'd Bounties of his Hand. 

But when bold Expeffetion, nurs'd by Vanity, 

Brooks no Denial ; and affumes to weigh 

Its own fantaftic Worth what earthly Pow'r 

Can fatisfy it's Cravings, or fill up 

Th* unfathom'd Meafure of Self-Love and Pride ! 

Siward* 
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SlWARD. 

Or grant thy Worth neglected Grant the Slave, 
Fool, Flatterer, Whifperer, reptile Sycophant, 
To thee prefer'd in Honour : — Virtue ftill, 
Wrapt in the Majefty of calm Difdain, 
And felf rever'd, in her own Dignity 
Wou'd check Revenge ; wou'd welcome Injury 
With manly Scorn, and for the publick Weal 
Forget all private Wrong. 

Athhstan. 
No' more, no more ! 

Wou'd Heav'n, I had not done it— 

Egbert. 

Imperial London / 

Fair England's Boaft ! The Glory of thclfles ! 4 
How art thou fall'n ! Thy Palaces and Tow'rs, 
Low-level'd with the Duft, now fmoke in Afhes !— 
Heav'n ! as we pafs'd in Chains the Streets along, 
How the loud Shrieks of ravifh'd Maids and Matrons, 
The Groans of Britons weltring in their Blood, 
Of Infants writhing on the bloody Spear, 
TransnVd my Heart 1 — 

T H Y R A. 

In vain the holy Prieft, 

The trembling Sire, and widow'd Wife, in vain 
Clung to their Altars, and implor'd for Mercy :«— • 
The Ruffian Foe with facrilegious Hand 
Dragg'd them to Death ; and to his Idols grim 
Did (hed their innocent Blood ! — 

Athelstan. 
What have I done ! 
Oh Britain ! haplefs Britain ! 

S I w a R D. 

Doft thou weep ? 

Come, fair Repentance, Daughter of the Skies 1 

Soft Harbinger of foon returning Virtue I 

The weeping Meflenger of Grace from Heav'n ! 

3 lovely 
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Lovely in Tears. — Now melt his generous Heart 
Infufe kind Pity for his Country'9 Woes ! 
Wake his great Soul ; and bid him (bine once more* 
It's Pride, Support, and Glory !— 

Athelstan* 

>Tis too late ! 

Oh Madnefs ! Headlong Madnefs ! 

Egbert* 

Ne'er too late 

To turn to Virtue !— Thyr a, SiwaRd, kneel; 
And fue for Mercy to our ruin'd Country! — [They kneel* 

Thyra. 

Cou'd a poor helplefs Captive's Pray'r be heard !— 

Egbert. 
Behold in us, Millions of guiltlefs Britons — ~ 

S I W A R D* 

Pleading for Life and Freedom ! — 

Egbert. 

Hear the Groans 

Of martyr'd Chriftians 

Thyra* 
Bleeding for their Faith— 

S i w A R D. 

Imploring Help from thee ! — - 

Athelstan. 

Rife, BrilonSy rife. — • 

I yield, 1 yield ! — Yes ; England^ I am thine ! — 

Egbert. [They rife* 

Oh happy Change ! 

SlWARD, 

Oh generous Athelstan ! 

Athelstan. 
And yet— to ftoop !— meanly to fue for Pardon !— 

Si wa r d. 

■ « 

He, he alone degrades his State, who ftoops 
To wrongful Deeds ; theie done, 'tis truly brave 
To fue for Pardon, and who ftoops, is grcateft. 

Atrel- 
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Athp l$tan. [embracing them* 
Come to my Heart ! my Friends ! my Guides to Peace ! 
Your Words, like Light from Heav'n, have piere'd my 
Oh Blindnefs, Frenzy! —Gen' rous, injur'dKing, [Sou}! 
How can I e'er behold thee ! 

Egbert, 

Truft his Goodnefs. 

His chief Delight is Mercy : and when Jufticc 
Demands the awful Sacrifice of Life, 









5 



SlWARDi 

Ev'n now a trufty Spy return'd, informs me, 
Our valiant King, muft'ring his fcatter'd Pow'rs, 
Ere Morning dawns will ftorm the Danijb Camp : 
Lead but thy valiant Mercians- 

AthelstAn. 
Grant me, Heav'n, 

On a wide Heap of routed Danes to die ! 

I afk no more. — Come, let us quit the Camp.—* 

Egbert, 
Alas, brave Duke, I am a Captive here. 
I cannot go. A thoufand guiltlefe Britons 
Muft bleed, (hou'd I efcape. — But to thy Care, 
Here I bequeath a Truft more dear than Life* 
lad Thyra be the Partner of thy Flight. • 

Thyra. 
Muft I then leave my Lord ! 
Severe Decree ! Shall I not fee my Egbert, 
Ere I depart ? 

Egbert* 
My ever hbnour'd Wife, 
Be fure thou ftialt. 

Athelstan. 
Thyra, retire : and while I feek the Dane, 
To lull Sufpicion, wait us in thy Tent, 

D Pre- 
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Prepaid for Flight. — Now Siward, to my Mercians. — 
Tell them my Wrongs from Denmark: paint the Pangs 
Of my unfeign'd Repentance : rowze their Valour 
To quenchlefs Rage, that may atone my Guilt. 
That to the Ghoft of ev'ry martyr'd Briton 
We flew in Fight, a Hoft of Danes may die. 



[Exeunt, 



End of the Second Act-. 




ACT 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. Thy&a's Tent* 



Gothmund, Goodwin. 



GoTHMUND. 

£ R Hufband, did'ft thou fay ? 



Goodwin. 

So Rumour fpcaks. 

Gothmund. 
Amazement — Then he hath play'd falfe with Harold, 
And quench'd my Hope. — Did'ft thou not fay, thou 
Walking the Camp ? [faw'ft him, 

Goodwin. 
He fhot athwart the Tents 
With proud and hafty Step, that feem'd to fcorn 
The Ground he trod. 

Gothmund. 
Then we lhall meet him here. 
This is his Wife's Pavilion. If he comes, 
I mean to fpeak him fair. Perfuafion mild 
Shall firft allure Confent : Shou'd that be vain, 
From the falfe Calm a fudden Storm lhall rife, 
And bury him in Ruin. — Is the Guard 
Arm'd, and at Hand to feize him ? 



Goodwin. 



Arm'd, and ready. 



Goth muno. 



Behold, he comes. 



G o od w i n. 



*Tis he ; I fee his Chain, 



That 



D2 



36 AfHELSTAN. 

That glitters in the Moon-beam. 

GOTHMUND. 

Goodwin, hence : 

Wait within Call. — [Exit Goodwtk. 

S C EN E II. 7*0 him, Ecbert. 

GOTHMUND, 

Briton, I greet thee well. 

Is the fair Captive won to Gothmund's Love f 
Why art thou dumb ? 

Egbert* 
Why do I fee thee here ? 

GoTHMUNP. 

Left Infult (hou'd approach fair Thyra's Tent* 
1 come to watch her Welfare. 

Egbert. 

As the Wolf 

Guards the defence! efs Lamb. 

GOTHMUND* 

Haft thou forgot 
Whofc Chain thou wear'ft ? 

Egbert* 
*Tis Thine : and thence I fcorn it. 

GOTHMUND. 

Egbert, beware: Thou know'ft the Vigor's Pow'r* 
Wake not his Rage. — 

Egbert. 
I bear a guiltlefs Mind, 
Thou can'ft not conquer.— 

GothmunOi 
Hence, audacious Captive. 

I know thee Thy r as Hufband — Tremble, Briton: 
Nor fport with angry Pow'r ! 

Egbert. 

Hence, ruffian Dam ! — This Tent is Athelstan's. 
Thyra's his Captive : and kind Heav'n ordain'd him, 
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For Athelstan : — What Pow'r but mine can fliield 

From the juft Vengeance of his injur'd King ? [him 

Whate'er the Traitor won, he won for me. 

Like thefe rich Territories, Thyra's mine 

By Conqueft : Let not then weak Shame or Pride 

Obftrua the Vidor's Wifli : Be juft, brave Egbert, 

And yield her Beauty to its new Pofleflbr. 

Egbert. 

Come, honeft Pridt ! Oh nil my fwelling Heart, 
And arm mine Eye, and point my Tongue with Scorn, 
Keen as the Scorpion's Sting ! — By Heaven, this Chain, 
This Chain alone bids Infolchce be bold, 
Which elfe were dumb, as Cowardice or Guilt ! 
Oh, for my honeft Faulcion ! which this Morn, 
Overwhelming Numbers wrefted from my Hand I 
Yes : I wou'd hunt thee thro' the Battle's Rage ; 
Surrounding Guards, and doubling Ranks in vain 
Should ftielter thee ! 



Hell's Curfes blaft thy Pride ! 
Had not the bufy Guards foreftall'd my Vengeance, 
The Lightning of my Sword had cleft thee down. 
Shall 1 bear this ? Hoa, Goodwin ! Bring the Guard J 

[To him Goodwin, 
Seize that infulting Captive : Drag him hence, 
To dark Imprifonment, and feven-fold Chains, 
Till the Fleet fail for Denmark, 



SCENE III. To tbm, Th,yr a, Edwin a. 



Gothmund, 



T H Y R A, 




Goth* 
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GOTHMUND, 

Let go thy Hold. — 

Quick, bear him to his Prifon. 

Egbert. 

Why this Violence ? 

I am your Captive : Bear me where ye may. 

Thyra. 

Muft we thus part ! — Oh cruel Dane ! In Mercy 
Deftroy us here together ! , 

Egbert. 

Strive no more : 

Wafte not thy generous Tears on barbarous Pow'r : 
' For what can Right, when Luft and Madnefs rule ? 
Yield to thy Fate. Farewell ! [Exit Egbert and 

Thyra. [Goodwin. 
My Lord! my Egbert ! 

Oh loft, loft, loft ! — 

Got hmund. 
Thou yet haft Pow'r to fave him. — 

Thyra. 
Oh name the Talk which Honour fanc"Hfies, 
And I will die to fave him ! — Bid me roam, 
An Exile from my Country, thro' the Climes 
Where frozen Lapland* s wintry Waftes extend ; 
Doom me for ever to th* unwholefome Mine, 
Where hopelefs Siav'ry toils PUMefi my Fate, 
So I may fave my Egbert. 

Gothmund. 

Fear not, Thyra, 

So harfh a Doom — That delicate Frame was form'd 
For gentler Offices. — Crown but my Love, 
And Egber* ihall be free. 

Thyr a. 
Peace, Monfter, Peace ! 

Nor wound my chafte Ear with thy Words, which taint 
The wholefome Air. 

Goth- 
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G O-T HMUND. 

Elfe fhall my Vengeance fweep 

Thy ftubborn Egbert to far diftant Shores. 

Yes : he (hall dwell with Darknefs, pine with Want, 

Rot 'midft the cold Damps of a hideous Dungeon j 

And live a ling' ring Death ! 

Thy r a. 

Oh horrible ! • 

Thou can'ft not mean it ! 

GoTHMUND. 

By our Gods, I do ! 

While thou, the Minion of the general Camp, 
Shalt feed unbridled Luft ; till wrinkled Age 
Doom thee at length a houfehold Drudge, the Scorn 
Of loathing Appetite ! 

Thyra. 

Oh hear me Heav'n ! 

Hear me, thus kneeling, low on Earth ! Defcend, 
Ye guardian Pow'rs that watch o'er Innocence, 
Defcend, and foften his relentlefs Heart, 
Or I am loft for ever ! — * Hear me, Gothmund, 
For the chafte Matron's Sake, who gave thee Birth ! 
Oh, hear ! 

Gothmund. 
Nay, yield thee 5 or his Fate is feal'd. 

Thy r a. 
Pity my captive State ! a helplefs Orphan, 
With not a Friend ! an outcaft from my Country f 
Unknown to all \ ev'n to myfelf unknown ! 
A poor loft Infant, wreck'd on England's Coaft ! 
Perhaps an Infant Dane ! — Oh why, Ed win a, 
Why was I refcued by thy Father's Hand ! 
Elfe had my Sorrows found a peaceful Grave 
In the devouring Deep ! 

Gothmund* 

An infant Dane ? 

Give me but Proof of That — 

D 4 . Thyra. 

Digitized by Google 



4* AT ti fi LS f AN. 

Thyra. 

Concurrent Proofs 

Befpeak me fuch : Wrong not thy Country then : 
Wrong not thy Friends : Oh think thou feeft thy Friends, 
And thy dear Relatives now plead in me ; 
And thus with bended Knees and lifted Eyes 
Befeech thy Pity ! — fpeak, Edwin*a, fpeal;! 
Oh tell the Tale of Woe f The mournful Tale 
Needs not the colouring of artful Tongues, 
To melt the hardeft Heart ! 

GOTHMUND. 

I charge thee, Woman, 

Be bold in Truth : or inftant Death awaits thee. 

Ed win a. 
Hear then the Tale, which at the hallowM Altar 
I dare confirm. — Near to the Coaft of fVeffex 
My Father liv'd > an humble Villager, 
'Twas on a Time when Storms had vex'd the Deep, 
We fpy'd a Danijh Veflel driv'n on Rocks, 
Then fwallow'd in the Flood. The Storm rag'd on : 
And on the rolling Billows, mountain-high, 
This helplefs Babe came floating. The next Wave 
Had wafli'd her to the Deep : 'Twas then my Father 
Snatch'd her from Death. — Soon as our Cottage 
Recall'd her into Life, the lovely Babe [Warmth 
Smil'd on us, all unconfeious of her Woe, 
Tears gulh'd from cv'ry Eye. My generous Father, 
Generous tho' poor, and now a Saint in Heav'n, 
Embrac'd the Child, and vow'd her as his own. 
Beauty, with ev'ry winning Quality, 
Grew with her Growth : She was our Village Pride. 
Egbert at length, drawn by her peerlefs Fame, 
Beheld, and lov'd, and won her. 

Thyra. 

Generous Egbert! 

Goth- 
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GoTHMUNDi 

But fay — Did this poor Babe alone furvive 
* The general Wreck ? 

Ed wr n a* 
Alone : The reft were fwallow'd 
By the devouring Flood. 

Gothmund. 
But tell me, Woman, 

Why did ye judge the finking Wreck, a Dane ? 

E D WI N A. 

'Twas from the yellow Streamers, boifted high 
In Signal of Diftrefc. 

T h y r a. [Taking a Chain from her Neck. 
Behold this Chain, [Gothmund takes the Chain. 

By me held facred from my* earHeft Age : 
This, haply, may confirm the wondrous Tale* 

Ed win a. 
That very Chain adorn'd her infant Neck : 
Inwrought with myftic Figures, it hath tir'd 
Each letter'd Sage's Eye. 

Gothmund. 
The Signatures * 

Are of a Runic Import : which our Bards, 

And Priefts, and Sages magic-taught, can fpell, 

I'll bear it to their Search. 

Thyra. 

May Heav'n infufe 
Soft Pity to thy Heart ! 

Gothmund* 
Cou'd I but win [fures : 

Fair Thyra's Love t— The Camp (hall pour its Trea- 
Freedom and Wealth, the Spoils of conquer'd England* 
Shall join to grace thy Tent : while thou fupreme 
Shajt triumph o'er thy Fate, and blefs the Hour 
That fpoke thy Birth, and gave thee to the Dane. 

Thyra, 

Oh mighty (jOTHMUND ! 
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GOTHMUND. 

Nay, dry thcfe Griefs ; tho' much indeed they grace thee. 

Come ; let thine Eyes beam with their own foft Fires* 

And all thy Form awaken into Beauty. 

Dwell not with fruitlefs Woe : Let bitter Tears 

Rain from the Captive s Eye, condemn'd to Exile, 

And endlefs Slav'ry : But a happier Lot 

Awaits fair Thyra's Choice, and pleads Acceptance* 

Thyra. 
My Egbert ! O my Hufband I 

GOTHMUND. 

Weep no more ; 

Thy Tears can ne'er recall him. 

Thyra. 

Little know'ft thou; 

What ftrong eternal Bands of mutual Love 

Have knit our Souls : Divided Happinefs 

We ne'er can know. Joy, like one common Sun, 

Muft fhine on Both or Neither : and if Night 

Hath overcaft his Fate ; my Sun of Life 

With his, is fet for ever. — Give me the Chain.— 

GOTHMUND. 

Nay, by my Sword, the Chain 
Is dearer to me than a Diamond's Mine. 
This Chain's the Clue, fhall guide me to thy Birth $ 
Which, once reveal'd, {hall ev'ry Tie diffblve 
That binds thee to thefe Britons. Denmark then 
Shall claim thee Her's ; and Gothmund plead her 
Rights. .: y „ [Exit Gothmund. 
Thyra. 
Unfriended Innocence implores in vain f 
Edwina, range the Camp I feek out my Egbert ! 
Tell him, his Thyra kneels in vain for Mercy, 
And bid binvfly to fave her I — Oh, I rave f 
E'en now, relentlefs Ruffians bind him down, 
In the drear Depth of dark Imprifonment ; 
Far from his helplefs Thyra. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. Totbm, Athelstan. 

AT H E L S T A N. 

Sure, the Voice 

Of Female Lamentation ftruck mine Ear. — 
Th yra ! — whom do I fee > — What, drown'd in Tears? 

Thyra, 

Oh, loft, for ever loft ! — This barbarous Dane I 

Athelstan. 

What of him ? 

Th y RAi 
Bent to do a Deed of Horror, 
Ev'n now he hath dragg'fi to dark Imprifonment 
My guiltlefs Lord ! — He threatens inftant Violence ! 

Athelstan. 
Curs'd be the Day on which he touch'd our Shores ! 
Come ; let us from the Camp : — Ere this, my Mercians, 
Warn'd of th' Oppreflions of this bloody Dane, 
And touch'd with Pity for their Country's Woes, 
Burn to rejoin their King.-— Come* gentle Thyra*— 
Ed win a, come.— My Prefence lhall protecl you, 
Safe thro' this hoftile Camp. 

Thyra.' 
Too generous, Duke ! 
Can I defert my Lord ! 

Athiistan. 

Then ftay, till Gothmund 

Thyra. 
Oh, fave me, Athelstan ! 
Hafte, let us hence ! I have no Help but thee ! 
Alas, my virtuous Egbert, muft I leave thee ! 

Athelstan. 

Nay, fear not for him : — Ere yon Moon bath rode 

Her Circait round the Skies, Til pour my Thunder 

On thefe accurfed Danes, and give him Freedom. 

Siward, ere this, throughout the Ranks hath wak'd 
+ Brave 
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Brave Difcontent, and kindled all my War.— 
Come, let us quit the Camp.— 

SCENE V. To tbm, Goodwin, 

— 

Goodwin. 
Hear, Athelstan! v 
Our General fends thee Greeting. — Sacred ever 
He deems the Rights of War : yet Pow'rs ally'd 
Own the Priority of peaceful Claim.— 

Athelstan. 
'Tis granted.— What of this ? — 

Goodwin. 

That captive Fair, 

Won by thy Prowefs in the City's Storm, 
By Law of War is Thine : An earlier Right 
Our General pleads : For Proofs of Circumftancc 
Speak her by Birth a Dane. 

Athelstan. 

No falfe Pretence 

Shall wile her Virtues from me.— Thyra> fpeak 
Is't not a fcign'd Pretence ? 

Thyra. 

Oh mighty Duke ! 

Tho' Ruin hangs upon the Acknowledgment 5 
I fear, I am a Dane ; and thence unworthy 
A generous Briton's Care ! 

Athelstan. 
Wrong not thy Worth : 
For, as within the Foreft's howling Depth, 
Where grifly Bears, and Pards, and Tigers roam, 
The wild Rofe blooms ; So oft in favage Lands 
UntutorM Virtue dwells ; Where'er 'tis found, 
It claims Defence : Virtue is Virtue's Care, 
Alike inev'ry Clime. — Then tell me, Goodwin,— 
For ere I yield my Captive, I will know:— 

What 
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What Proofs of Circumftance— • 

Goodwin, [producing the Chain* 

Behold this Chain 

With Runic Characters— 

Athelstan. [/fixing the Chain. 

Ye Powers of Heav'n, 

That weave th' inextricable Maze of Fate ! 

What do I feel—If 'tis your facred Will 

To make me bleft, now lend a pitying Ray ! 

This very Chain, my once victorious Arm 

Rent from the proud Neck of a flaughjer'd Dane*-~ 

Oh Joy, Oh Grief ! Oh Rapture to my Soul ! 

How, — when, — where, — whence? Speak, Goodwin! 

[Thyra, fpeak! 
Or Hope and Doubt will heave my Heart to burning! 

Thyra. 
Ah me ! I was a helplefs Infant, loft 
Ere Mem'ry yet was featcrf in the Brain ! 

Athelstan. 
Oh blefled Hope ! Such was my Emma too ! — 
Edwin a,— -can'ft thou tell? — Range, range the Round, 
Where Mem'ry hoards her Treafures, and brings back 
Old Time ! Confirm the Whifpers of fweet Hope, 
And give me back my Child 1 

Edwin a* 
Heav'n ! doft thou weep 
A Daughter loft ? 

Athelstan. 
And long have wept in vain !— 
Since fhe was loft, full twenty Years have <hed 
Their various Woes on my poor orphan'd Child 
When furious Halfden ravag'd Mercians Cities, 
. Then was my Child (this very Chain (he wore !) 
Snatch'd from her Cradle by unpitying Danes 
And thence cunvey'd to Denmark* s barbarous Shore ! 

Thyra, 

Ob gracious Heav'n ! 

Edwina. 
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Ed win a. 
On that lamented Time, 
This very Chain circling her infant Neck, 
By my dear Father's Hand was Thyra fnatch'd 
From the devouring Deep ! 

Athelstaw, 
'Tis She !— My Child ! my Child ! [ Embracing her. 

Thyra. 

My Father ! 

E D W I N A. 

Gracious HeaVn ! 

Who can behold this Sight, and not diflblve 
In Tears of Joy ! — 

Athelstan. 
And was it mine, to fave thee ! 
Oh Pow'rful Nature !— For fince firft I faw thee, 
My Emma's Sweetnefs ftruck onev'ry Senfe : 
Some foft Attraction drew ! — fome unknown Charm 
Work'd in my Soul, and bade me wifti thee Mine ! — 
Hafte, Goodwin, hafte to Gothmund: there difclofo 
This Tale of Joy, this wondrous Burft of Blifs ! 
Tell him, that Nature cancels ev'ry Claim, 
And gives my Emma to her Father's Love ! 

Goodwin. 
I'll forthwith to his Tent : A Minute's Round 
Shall bring thee his Refolve. [ 2?#ifGooDwltf# 

Athelstan. 
Eternal Providence ! 

To whofe all-feeing Mind, th' unmeafur'd Round 
Of wide Events is prefent ! far beyond 
The narrow Ken of a weak mortal Eye ! 
Deep and unfearchable, yet juft and true, 
Are thy ador'd Decrees, O Pow'r divine ! 
Thou ev'n beyond the Darings of fond Hope, 
Haft from the Bofom of the raging Seas 
Reftor'd my long-loft Daughter !— 

{Embracing htr pajftonately. 

Thyra. 
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Thyra. 

Happy, happy ! 

Oh Blifs unfpeakable ! And do I live, 
Thus to be prefs'd to a fond Parent's Heart ! 
To hang upon his Breaft ! To know the Joy, 
The heart-felt Raptures that attend the Names 
Of Child and Daughter ! 

Atheist an. 
Darling of my Soul ! 

Oh Comfort of my Age Yet, yet one Grief 
Checks the fweet Tumult of my honeft Joy I 
One piercing Grief lies heavy on my Soul!— 

T H Y R A. 

Can I relieve thy Pain ? 

Athelstan. 
Not all the lenient Balms thy Love can pour, 
Can ever give me Reft !— Oh Madnefc, Madnefs ! 
I have undone my Country ! 

Thyra, 

Alas, -the Pity I 

Think not fo deeply of it. 

Athelstan. 

Oh, I am vile ! 

I dare not lift my guilty Eyes to Heav'n ! 
YetHeav'n hathfhowYd a Bleffing on my Head, 
Beyond the World's wide Empire ! —What may this 
Sure, 'tis the Prelude to fome dire Event ! [mean ! — 
A pafling Gleam, fent by almighty Vengeance, 
To deepen future Woe ! 

Thyra. 

Nay, rather deem it 

The kind Encouragement of Heav'n, vouchfaf d 
To thy returning Virtue ! 

Athelstan. 
Heav'n is juft, ( 

Yet merciful Let me but refcue England, 
And I (hall yet be bleft !— 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. To them, Goodwin. 

Goodwin, 
Hear, Mercians Duke ! 

Gothmund decrees, that ev'ry Right of Peace 
Yields to the Conqu'ror's Pow'r; and claims his Captive. 

Athelstan. 
Sooner your Swords. fhall drink my warm Life-blood — 

Goodwin. 
Hoa ! D un e L m— Bear her off! — 

[DuneLM and the Guard appear* and feize Thy*4U 
Thyra, [as they carry her off Jtruggling^ 

Help! Help! Undone! 
Dear Father, help!— ■ 

Athelstan. 
[Part of the Guard remain and intercept him* 

Damnation ! Treach'ry ! Treach'ry !— 

Slav«s, let me pafs 

Goodwin. 
Not this Way, by the Gods— 

Athelstan. [drawing his Sw.ord* 
By Heav'n, Til mow my Paflage with my Sword. — 

Goodwin*. 
Difarm him— [the remaining Guards diform b'm. 

Athelstan. 
Villains ! give me back my Daughter ! 

Goodwin. 
Rave not, old Man !— She now is Got hmund's Charge. 

Athelstan. [Ex. Goodwin and Guards* 
Inhuman Dogs \ — Tell me — in Pity tell me — 
Where is my Daughter! Give me back my Daughter ! — 
Oh, Mercy, Mercy, Heav'n!— 

Edwin a. 

Alas, my Lord ! 

1 fear She's loft for ever ! — 

Athelstan. 
Vengeance ! Vengeance — 
Edwina, come ! — 1*11 to this bloody Dane, 

Ani 

* # . • 

i 
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And Frown him into Stone ! — Loud in his Ear 
1*11 thunder all my Wrongs ; and (hake his Soul 
With Sounds as dire, as when at general Doom 
The dreadful Trump (hall wake the guilty Dead ! 
Shou'd he be deaf to injur'd Nature's Claim, — 
1*11 to my Mercians^ and let loofe Revenge 1 
Swift o'er thefe -ruffian Danes I'll pour the Flood 
Of War ; and drown the guilty Camp in Blood 5 
Rage thro* their Ttnts, like fierce confuming Fire 
And among Heaps of (Iaughter'd Foes expire ! 



EndoftbtTHiK* Act, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. Gothmcnd's itnt- 

■ 

Goodwin, Dun elm. 
Goodwin, 

IS fhc fecur'd ? 
Dune l m. 
Faft : — Barricado'd ftrong 

By doubled Ranks of Guard : whofe levelled Spears 
Hem round the Tent. 

Goodwin. 
Did not the Duke of Merc'w y 
Attempt to wrcft her from them ? 

DUNEIM. 

* 

Yes : with Fury, 

Fierce as the foaming Boar that whets his Tufks, 
When the bold Hunter hath deftroy'd his Young, 
He damour'd to the Guard. They mock'd his Rage, 
Thrice he eflay'd, with phrenzy-like Defpair, 
To pierce their Ranks : Then Fury funk to Grief. 
Melting in Tears, he fu d for one fmall Grace : 
Pray'd that Ed win A, her late fellow Captive, 
Might fhare her Griefs. His Suit in Sport was granted* 
Edwin a now weeps o'er her. — But he comes, 
To plead his Right with Gothmund. 

Goodwin. 

Fierce will be 

Their meeting Frown j when Rage encounters Rage ; 
In either Breaft a Storm. 

2 
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DUNELM. 

I'll to my Watch : 

E'en let the Temped roar. [Exit Dunelm. 

Goodwin. 

My Charge is here. 
SCENE II. 7*0 him^ Ath elstan. 

1 

Athelstan. 
Vile Caitiff! Where's thy General ? 

Goodwin. 

Fair Words, Briton. 

Choak thy foul Breath. The General's in his Tent. 
What woud'ft thou ? 

At H EL ST AN. 

Tell him, Athelstan is come. 
His Heart will fpeak the reft. 

Goodwin. 

Ev'n now he fits 

On fccret Council : Nor can Clamour gain 
Admittance to his Ear. 

Athelstan. * 
Infidious Hell-hound ! 

Or bring us Face to Face ; or by yon Heav'n, 
His Tent (hall be a Cobweb to my Rage. 
I'll tear the fhceted Cordage from its Bafe, 
And give it to the Winds : I'll call fo loud, 
The Heav'ns (hall echo me j and the chafte Stars 
Eclipfe with Horror at th' infernal Deed 
Which his fell Heart conceives. 

m . • . . - 

. * » « t « 

SCENE III. To them, Gothmvnd. 

* 

GoTH-M UND. 

■ 

What lawlefs Clamour 
Breaks on my Tent ? 

E 2 Ath el- 
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Athelstan, 
What lawlcfs Rapine late 
Invaded mine ? 

GoTHMUND. 

Thou malt be anfwer'd bravely. — 

Athelstan. 
I will be anfwer'd truly. — Think not, Gothmund, 

Yowns can terrify ; or vile Evaiion 
Silence my loud-tongu'd Wrongs. — Speak — tell mc, 
Why this audacious Infult on the Rights \Danti — 
Of fworn Alliance, and the Laws of War ? 

Goth m u n d. 
Am I not here fupreme ? — Whatever was won, 
Was won beneath my Banner. Thou* proud Duke,, 
Wert but a Wheel within the vaft Machine 
That tore up England's Freedom. Yes, thy Sword 
Was but the Inftrument of Gothmund's Will. 
I was the Soul, the aU-dire&ing Pow'r 
That rul'd the War : Whate'er ye won, ye won 
Each for himfelf indeed ; but all for me. 

Athelstan. 
Oh Falfebood, foul as Hell ! What Dane fo vile, 
But now enjoys the Conqueft that he reap'd ? 
Behold th' unpitying Riot of the Camp, 
Rich with the Spoils of my poor ruin'd Country ! 
How evVy Soldier londs it o'er the Heap 
Of Plunder which he won ! 

G o THMUND. 

So Gothmund wills. 

But did fo dear a Prize inrich their Tents, 

As lately brighten'd Athelstan's; — my Voice, 

Swift as the Virtue of a magic Spell, 

Shou'd leave them void as thine. 

Athelstan. 

Curs'd Infolence 

Of barb'rous Pow*r ! — Yet think not Athelstan 
Aoli'd in the fordrd Lift of Gothmund> Slaves. 

I plead 
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I plead the law of War ; and claim my Captive. 

Gothmund. 

» . . . • 

Thine ? 

Athelstan. 

Mine : by Right of War. — 

Gothmund. 

Hence, prating Pedant ! 

Thou fhalt be frock'd, and mantled in the Garb 
Worn by your Cell-bred Monks. — By Right of War ? 
Doit thou not fee, what Thouiands hemm me round, 
Dreadful in crefted Helms ? Thefe plead the Rights 
Of Gothmund and of Denmark. Think'ft thou, Brim, 
# We touch'd thefe Shores, to parley with our Slaves 
In weak Contention ? Violence is our Law. 
The Sword is Valour's God : 'Twas thine this Morn : 

- • * 

And now 'tis Gothmund's. 

Atheutan, 
Bluih, Ingratitude! [Heart! 

What Sword but Athelstan's ! — Down, fwelling 
No! heav'nly Pow'rs ! I dare not call you down, 
Jn witnefs to my Wrongs j — Yet this from thee ! — 
Oh thanklefs Dane / 

Gothmund. 
Go, preach thy Follies, Chrijlian y 
To the obfeure and coward Sons of Peace. 
I wing a loftier Air; where fagle- Glory 
Soars high above Reproach.— Fair Thyra's mine. 
More dear than h^lf the Spoils of conquer 'd Britain. 
Thou ne'er (halt fee her more. 

Athej.sta#. 

O ftern Decree \ 

Yet hear me, Gothmund !— Hear a Parent's Pray'rl— 

Gothmund. 
A Parent's Pray'r f 

Athelstan. 
Yes : Thvra is my Child; now fcarce reftor'd 
To the fond Wiflies of her aged Father, 
f i}l plung'd in deeper Woe ! 

E 3 GoTit- 
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> 

GOTHMUND. 

Thyra thy Child? 

A thin Pretence f — She was an infant Dcme\ 
Snatch'd from a Wreck that funk on England's Coaft. 

Athelstan. 
ThatWreckwas rich with conquer'dMERCiA'sPlunder. 

My Child was there. Each fpeaking Circumftance, 

The well-known Chain, the fatal Time, the Place, 

All rifing into Proof, proclaim her mine : 

Mine, Gothmund, mine: The only Pledge of Love, 

Her dying Mother left. — Behold thefe Tears 

That trickle down my Cheek. — Oh think what Pangs 

Muft inly rend the Heart of Athelstan, 

Ere he cou'd weep f — Let gentle Pity then — 

Gothmund. 
Pity ! The Foe to ev'ry manly Deed ! 
The Bane of Victory : a timorous Child, 
Scar'd at the gorg' ous Pride and Pomp of War ; 
Fit, only fit, to rule a Woman's Breaft ! 
Av.iunt ! — I fcorn its Cries ! — W T hat \ Mercians Duke 
Diflblv'd in Woman's Tears ? — 

Athelstan. 
Yet, there are Times, 

When Tears are brave and honcft : Such are thefe : 
Ennobled by Humanity and Love. 
'Tis Nature pleads within me : Scorn not, Gothmund, 
Her generous Feelings! — Oh fome future Hour, 
When Fate (hall frown on Denmark 5 fome dear Child, 
Thy Soul's beft Treafure, may be torn from thee ! 
Woud'ft thou not weep ? Oh, timely wife, beware ! 
Nor heap an injur'd Father's Curfcs on thee I 

Goth m n n d. 
Is this brave Athelstan ? Beneath whofe Spear 
Squadrons have funk, unequal to its Rage ? 
The Warrior's fled. Hence, Dotard, hence : and take 
Th' effeminate Staff and Spindle j beft befitting 
A Soul fo like a Woman. 

Athel- 
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At h els tan. 

Hell and Harror I 

Pangs! ehoaking Pangs! — No — burft not yet, my 
Tilf I have reap'd Revenge. ' ' [Heart 5 

GoTHMUND. 

Revenge ? old Man ! 

Hence, Traitor ! — feek for Vengeance where thou 
Hafte thee to Ethel red : go tell thy King, [may'ft. 
Gothmund hath injurM thee. — 

Athelstan. 
Rum down, ye Heav'ns ! 
Ye pitying Thunders, rivet me to Earth ! 
And fave me from this Hell-hound's Voice, that ftiakes 
My Frame to Diflblution f 

Gothmund. 

Such Reward 

Shall ev'ry Traitor find. 

Athelstan. 
Oh, I cou'd tear thefe white Hairs from their Roots » — 
Curs'd be the Pine on which ye plough'd the Seas ! 
Curs'd be th' unhallow'd Breeze that filled your Sails ! 
Curs'd be the Tides that bore you to our Coaft ! 
But doubly curs'd am I, whofe headlong Rage — 
Yes ; righteous Heav'n I with Tears of burning AnguiOi, 
I own thy Juftice on me ! . > . 

Gothmund. 
Hence, vile Rebel J r 
Hence, — nor pollute my Camp. For know, thatTreafan 
And proftituted Faith, like Strumpets vile, 
The Slaves of Appetite, when Luft is fated, — 
Are turn'd adrift to dwell with Infamy, 
By thofe that us'd them. 

Athelstan. 
Oh, for my honeft Sword ! — I burn, I burn f 
And Hccla's Fir«6 are here ! — Th' invenoin'd Shaft 
Drinks up my poifon'd Spirit. — Come, wild Fury f. 

E 4 Come 
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Come with thy Blood-fhot Eyes, and mad'ning Foam! 
Oh, nerve me to the ten-fold Strength of Phren^y ! 
That I may rend up Rocks and rooted Trees, 
And hurl Deftruction on him I 

GOTHMUKD. 

Quit my Tent : 

Think'ft thou, a Warrior crown'd with Glory's Wreath 
Can dread the Foam of headlong Rage ? Or ftaiid 
Aw'd by the Phrenzy of a Madman's Brain ! 
Hence ! vent thy Ravings to the ftormy Seas ; 
They'll heed thee, more than L — 

Atheistan. 
Yes : I will go. — 

Thou think'ft me help! cfs, friendlefs, anddifarm'd; 
Yet (halt thou rue my W rongs. — By Heav'n Fll come 
In Terror clad ; more dreadful than the Peft 
That walks in midnight Darknefs. — Yes : I'll go. 
But, barbarous Dane ! — Take heed of my Return ! 

[Exit Athelstam.] 

SCENE IV, To bin, Dun elm. 

GOTHMUND. 

Hoa, Dunelm ! 

Guard each Avenue of the Camp. 
Forbid yon Traitor's Egrefs : If he attempt 
To 'fcape the Watch, arreft him : For his Heart 
Labours with Ruin : He is falfe to Denmark. — 

[Exit Du nelm.J 
Go, credulous Dotard ! Cou'd thy Folly hope 
To win the Friendfliip of thy Country's Foe ? 
Ev'n fuch, thro' ev'ry Age, fhall be the Lot 
Of Britijb Blindnefs, when it aids Invafton : 
The Slave of Conqueft firft ; and then her Scorn : 
The Scaffolding on which Ambition mounts ; 
^rhen fpurns it to the Earth, a Refufe vile, 

Fit 
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Fit for Contempt to tread on. —Welcome, Harold^ 
Haft feen our Captive Egbert ? 

To him y Harold, 
Harold, 

Aye, my Lord. 

GoTHMUND, 

Pidft thou declare my purpos'd Thought ? 

Ha rol d. 

I did. 

GoTHMUND. 

■ • 

How did he meet it ? 

Harold, 
Firft, with frantic Rage 

He (hook his Chains, and curs'd thee by his Gods. 
I told him. Rage and frantic Banns were vain, 
' If he refign'd fair Thyra to thy Arms, 
( Since only He cou'd win her to thy Wifli) 
Freedom was his. But if his ftubborn Pride [waft him 
Shou'd thwart thy Will ; To-morrow's Breeze fhou'd 
To Chains, to Darknefs, and the dreary Depth 
Of Norway* s mine : while (he, imprifon'd here, 
The Vaflal of Defire, (hou'd fate thy Wifh. 

GOTHMUND. 

Pid not the threatned Vengeance bend his Pride ? 

Harold* * 
A fullen Paufe took Place. His fixed Eyes 
Devour'd the Ground : as if fome mighty Thought 
Labour'd within him ; and to fecret Council 
CalPd inward ev'ry Pow'r 5 that for a while 
Each idle Senfe ftood vacant. 

» ■ 

GoTHMUND. 

WhatenfuM? 

That Paufe from Rage did, fure, befpeak Confent. 

Harold. 
It did. Yet with evading Speech he anfwer'd, 
Cannot thy General wait fome happier Hour* 

When. 
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» ■ 

When Time hath heal'd her Woes ?— On that, I told 
Unconquerable Paflion fwell'd thy Breaft ; [him* 
He might as foon controul the Tides, impeird 
By yon fair Planet's Influence. 

GOTHM UND. 

Aye : tho' Storms, 

And raging Seas confpir'd with evYy Orb, 
To drown the lofty Shore ! 

Harold. 
Such was my Hint. — 

He faid, the burning Blufh wou'd {lain his Cheek, 
Shou'd the furrounding Guard that led him to her, 
Witnefs his Shame : I gave him flx'd AfTurance, 
That my Command fhou'd keep the Guard at Diftance : 
While be, admitted to her lonely Tent, 
Unheard fhou'd plead his Life, and Gothmund's Love. 
On this, he gave Confent. — 

GoTHMUND. 

Then hafte thee, Harold. 

Bid Goodwin lead the Captive to his Wife : 

See him recalPd : That done, draw off thy Guard 

To a more diftaut Station from her Tent. 

For ere the Noon of Night, on Paffion's Wing 

I'll fly, to celebrate the Rites of Love. 

Yet wear a watchful Eye, intent tho' diftant : 

Haply, he means to wile her from our Camp. 

Harold. 
My Life (hall anfwer it.-— 

GoTHMV^D. 
At length {he's mine. 

Deceit hath colour'd o'er my bold Attempt. 
Now, fiery Athelstan, go curfe thy Folly: 
Rave to the Winds and Seas, and rend the Air 
With twice their Clamour ! — Earewel, valiant H ahold: 
Speed my Refolve : Fli to my inner Tent. 

lExit Gothmund. 

Harold. 
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Harold. 

Now, Vengeance, thou art mine ! — Unthankful Goth- 

To pay my honeft and deep-pnnted Scars ^mund I 

With vile Neglect ! — Go, headlong Fool of Paffion ! 

Whofe flattering Whifper cou'd alone infufe 

This Droam of Hope, that Egbert e'er {hall ftoop 

To gather Life from Shame !— Yes, he (hall go : 

Yet not to mould her into vile Compliance, 

But arm her fainting Virtue with new Strength, 

Equal to this dread Conflict. — Yet, left Fear, 

Or Woman's Weakncfs fink beneath the Trial, 

A better Hope remains :— Mercia's brave Duke: — 

Yes, injur'd Athelstan ! Thy Arm {hall be * 

The dark and fearlefs Minifter of Fate ; 

And give me deep Revenge. t [Exit Harold* 

SCENE V. Changes to the open Camp. 

Dunelm. Athelstan, folkwing. 
Athelstan. 
Yet hear me, Dunelm ! 
For Pity's fake, relent. 

DUKELM. 

Peace, clam'rous Tongue ! 

Athelstan. 
What ! {hall your Guards fpurn me with Infolence ? 
Your barbarous Camp imprifon me ? 

Dunelm. 

No more. 

Within this Mound, the General's Voice is Law. 

Athelstan. 
She is my Child ! Art thou, too, deaf to Mercy ? 

Dunelm. 
Vex me not, Briton ! 

Athelstan. 
But releafe my Daughter! — 
Give me my Child, and let me quit your Camp, — 
My Dukedom's Wealth is thine! 

Dv- 
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DUNELM. 

Thy Dukedom's Wealth ? 

Vain Man! Thy Pow'r is fwallow'd up in Conqueft: 
Thy Titles vanifh'd with thy Country's Freedom : 
Thy boafted Wealth is fled to Denmark's Shore : . 
Thy Palace doom'd for Daves to riot in. 
Peace then : and thank our Bounty, that we leave thee 
Life, and the general Air.— [E*'t Dvnelm. 

' At helstan, 

Ohmercilefs! 

Yet, righteous Pow'rs! what Claim J)a,ve I to fylercy! 
Did I fhew Mercy, on this fatal Morn, 
To my poor bleeding Country ; when this Arm 
Made Widows childlefs!--Dar*ft thou then, bold Wretch, 
Dar'ft thou againft th' affli&ing Hand of ffcav'n. 
To rife, and plead for Mercy! — Ratfier bow thee 
Low in the Duft ! — Yes, thou fhalt be my Bed, 

[Throws bimfelf on the Ground^ 
Cold Earth! Here will I lie, till Anguifh end me ! 
Now rife, ye Ghofts of my wrong'd Countrymen! 
Ye Spectres pale, rife with your gaping Wounds, 
And hideous Yeil!— 'Bring with you dire Defpair 
From the dread Caverns of eternal Night, 
Where deep fhe dwells with agonizing Groans, 
And fleeplcfs Terrors! Rife, array'd in Blood! 
Plant round your Horrors! *till affrighted Reafon 
Start from my Brain ; and l % the Prey of Phrenzy, 
Like the fierce Mountain- Wolf in Madnefs foaming, 
Howl to the midnight Moon! — 

SCENE VIII. To Urn, Harold, 

Harold: 
'Twas fure, the Voice 

Of ATHELSTA N .---What! proftrate on the Groun<U 
Art thou not Atheist an ? 

ATHEfc- 
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Athelstan. 
I am that Wretch 

Which once was Athelstan! Fair England's Boaft, 
t reared my Head in Honour: now behold me 
Low-leveed with the Earth ; a hideous Ruin ; 
Where, 'midft the Defolations of my Sotil> 
Dcfpair and Anguiih dwell! 

HArold. 

What heavy Woe 

Hath weigh'd thee to the Dufi ?— Speak, valiant Duke— 

At he l s t a n. 
Whoe'er thou art, Oh leave me to my Pangs! 
If thou'rt a Dam ; know, I deteft and curfe thee* 
If thou'lt a Brittn, wafte not generous Pity, 
But pour thy Curfe on Me!-— 

Harold* 
Know'ft thou not Harold ? 

Athelstan. 
Harold ? My Woes had fwallow'd all Attention : 
Indeed, I knew thee not. 

Ha roId. 

Why this Defpair ? 

Athelstan. 
Alas, my Child, my Child! — But thou'rt a Dam p 
And know'ft not Pity! 

Harold, 

♦ 

Haplefs Athelstan! 

The Colour of thy Grief indeed is deep : 

Thou know'ft not half thy Woes! 

Athelstan. 

Thy Words are dark. — 

Oh my prophetic Soul ! — I dare not a(k thee. — 

But if thou bear'ft a Tale, with Horrors fraught, 

Which Pity dreads to tell ; — In Mercy kill me : 

Strike deep thy friendly Sword into my Breaft ; 

For I am robb'd of Mine ! — My injur'd Daughter ! — 

Is it not fo ? 

A Harold. 
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Harold. 
The fatal Hour approaches. 
For ere the Night hath won the Vault of Heav'n, 
Gothmond, refolv'd on impious Violation, 
Will plunge her in Diflionour. 

Athelstan. 

Plagues and Palfy, 

Difeafe and Peftilence' confume the Robber, 

Infeclhis Blood, and wither ev'ry Pow'r ! — 

Oh Harold ! why,~-why did'ft thou pierce my Soul 

With this heart-breaking Tale f--- 1 knew it not:— 

Blafthim, ye FiendsUWhy fleeps thyThundcr, Heav'n! 

„ Harold. 

i^now, that HeavVs Thunder fleeps not. 

Athelstan, 
Say'ft thou, Dane ? ' 

- - 

Harold. 

HeavVs Thunder fleeps not, if thou dar'ft to wield it. 

*j tt , T f AtHELST an..- [Rifing. 
tty Heav n, I dare. Where is the flaming Bolt ? 
I'll hurl it on him, thb' with dire Rebound 
It ftrike me to the Centre ! 

Harold. 
Fear not, Athelstan. 

Behold it here.- — . r«w..™, n 

I tie draws a Dagger 

Athelstan. 
A Dagger! Let me grafp it!™ [He takes the Dagger 
Oh precious Gift • more precious than the Plank 
I nrown to the drowning Wretch!-.- I'll to his Tent 
And plunge it in his Heart! ' 

n l r r t. *> Ha.rold. 
Curb thy fell Rage. 

I'll give thee fafer Vengeance. '■ : - 

Athelstan. : 
Generous Harold! — rp • i 

I know the Wron^ thou bear'ft from' Go™,," tab'. 
Wheref-when.'-OhfpeedtheciformySoul'sonFire! 

Harold. 
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Harold, 
Know then, I rule the nightly Watch that Guards 
Devoted Thyra's Tent. 

Athelstan. 

Indeed ! 

Ha rold,. 

The Files, 

At my Command, fhalf move to fuch due Diftanoc^ 
That by a fecret Path TH give thee Entrance. 
Then, when the midnight Spoiler comes — . 

Athelstan. 

Oh Vengeance ! — 

By Heav'n, his mangled Arteries fhall fpout 
Fountains of Blood! 

Harold. 
Yet, left Sufpicion wake, 
To intercept thy Entrance, or thy Flight-— 

Athelstan. 
Oh, for ibme Dane's Difguife ! 

Harold. 

I will array thee 

In Safety's Garb :Wilt thou be plum'dlike Goth mu n«? 

Athelstan. 
Yes: for Revenge, I'll wear the Shape of Gothmvnd, 
Or any Fiend inHell. 

Harold. 
Come on, brave Duke. 
I will prepare thee for the mortal Conflict. 
Fate crown thy Wifh! Gothmund ha*h injur'd me. 

Athelstan. 
Yet, weighM with mine, thy Injuries are light : 
Mine fink the groaning Scale! 

Harold. 
Tile more befits thee 
That mortal Weapon. 

Athelstan. 

Yes : Revenge (hall thank 
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Thy honeft Hand, which gave it: TAnd thou, Harold> 
Shalt thank my brave Revenge. — Come, valiant Dant % 
We'll roarh the midnight Camp, like prowling Wolves* 
Trooping in queft of Blood I Now, injur'd Nature, 
Brace my old Arm! Oh touch this deadly Steel 
With more than Aconite! Give it the Speed, 
And fiery Stroke of Lightning, when it fhoots 
Thro' the dun Sphere of Night ; too fwift for Thought, 
Or Fear, or flowDefencel— Now ruthlefs Gothmuhd? 
Vengeance awak'd fhall flake her Thirft in Blood ; 
And Jiftice, riding on the raven Wing 
Of midnight Darknefs, wrapt in clouded Wrath, 
Comes like avenging Heav'n ! 



End cf the Fourth Act. 
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A C T V. 

SCE N E I. A grove, ^Thyra's rent. 

* 

Egbert, Goodwin. 

GOO DWIN. 

BEHOLD the Path, which leads toTHYRA's Tent: 
This Grove, thro' which the Moon fcarce throws 
her Beam, 

Weir (hits thy purpos'd Privacy.-^The Guards, 
Which lateclos'd round the Tent, by Harold's Order 
Have left this Entrance free. 

Egbert. 
the Path is dark : Nor can I atfght defcry, 
Save the faint Glimm'ring of a diftant Lamp, 
That lights the inner Tent. Is thi* dark Path 
The fole Approach ? 

Goodwin. 
It is. — But if thy Purpofe 
Be undivulged Secrefy of Converfe, 
Call forth thy Thyra to this ample Round, 
Where neither Ear can hear, nor Tongue betray thee: 
The diftant Guard here circles round the Wood : 
But on yon oppofite Side, the Centinels 
Hemm iri the Tent, a clofe compacted Body : 
No Whifper cart efcape their watchful Ear.— 

Egbert* 

'Tiswell: I'll call her hither. t Leave me, Goodwin: 
So Harold gave Comrrw»jl. Her Weal and mine 
Hang on the Purport of my Thought j which afks 
Her private Ear. 
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Goodwin. 
I leave thee to thy Wifties. [Exit Good win. 

E»G BERT. 

Where is my Wife ? — Come forth, thou innocent Lamb> 
To Slaughter doom'd ! — Oh fpeed thee ; for ev'n now 
The bloody Tiger, eyes thee in the Fold ! 
Wilt thou not hear the Shepherd's friendly Voice, 
That warns thee from thy Foe? — Thyra — dear 
It is thy Egbert calls 1— [Thyra! — 

SCENE II. Tobim, Thyra, Edwina. 

Thyra. 
My Lord! my Egbert ! 
Do 1 once more behold thee! Oh, my Lord ! 
Unutterable Woe ! — [She bwrfts into Tears. 

Egbert. [Embracing h*r k 

Thou Sum of all my Wi(hes ! 
My Soul's far dearer Part !— Yes, I will mix 
My Tears with Thine : Thy Wrongs demand them all? 

Thyra. 
Undone ! undone !— Oh Egbert !- — 

Egbert.. 

■ - 

Deareft Thyra 1 

■ 

Egbert wou'd die, to fave thee ! 

Thyra. 
I know, thou woud'ft. 
Is there no means of Refcue ? 

Egbert. 

None, my Love. 

This Grove is hemm'd round by a Guard of Danes, 
Who owrrno Law, favecruel Gothmund's Will; 
WhofeBofom, facred Pity never touch 'd 
With foft Compunaion ; nor for other's Woe 
, CallM forth the generous Tear. 

Th-yxa, 

Ob, I am loft I 
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Vc Saints and Angels, Minifters of Grace ! 
If ye do waft the Pra/rs of Innocence 
Up to the Throne of Mercy, hear me now ! 
Oh, from your Manfions of Unciouded Blifs, 
Let Heav'n fend down your Sifter- Angel, Pity ; 
And melt his Heart's fell Purpofe ! 

Egbert. 

Hope not Pity ? 

In vain thy Father (for I have heard thy Story) 
With Tears and Griefs Intreaty ftrove to melt him. 
He fpurn'd him with Difdain.— But when I tell 
The Talc of Shame, that heaves my throbbing Brcaft !~» 
Oh Thyra f hide my Blufh ( 

YhyrA. 
What mean thy Words ? 
Can Fa" te yet fwell the Number of our Woes ? 

Egbert. 

Think'ft thou that Egbert, for a Life of Shame* 
Wou'd fell thee to Diflionour ? 

Thyra* 

Heav'n forbid - F 

Egbert. 
Oh that infernal Errand am I come. 
So Gothm und wills. — Why deft thou turn thee from 

Thyra. [me? 
Am I betray'd by Egbert -Gracious Heav'n, 
Be thou rhy Help ! If Egbert hath prov'd falfe, 
All human Faith is vaih ! 

Egbert. 
Thou Heav'n of Love ! 

Thy Virtue charms me !— On this Talk of Shame 
Gothmund indeed hath fent me.-— Virtuous Thy RA f 
Far diftant is my Purpofe. Think not Egbert 
Wou'd vilely purchafe Life. — But oh, my Love, 
, Thy fatal Hour comes on ! Ev'n now, the Ruffian, 
With luftful Rage and fierce Impatience flown, 
Prepares him for thy Tent ! 

F z Thyra* 
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Thtra. 

Is there not Hope, 

That England's PowV, beneath the Veil of Night, 
May ftorm this guilty Camp, and give us Freedom ? 

ECBtRT. 

Heav'n fpeed their Valour ! But, alas ! — that Hope 
Too late (hall vtfit Thee 1— Ev'n now he conies, 
To rob this facred Temple, where pure Chaftity 
And Honour long have dwelt I 

Tfl YRA. 

Oh fatal Tidings ! 

Wilt thou not ftay, to fave me ? s 

Eg BERT. 

Deareft Thyra! 

The unrelenting Guard that brought me hither, 
£v'n now expects," and foon (hall tear me from tbee ! 

Thyra. 

Oh Horror! 

Egbert. 
Now, my Thyra, arm thy Heart 
With manly Strength : drive ail the Woman thence. 
Seeft thou this deadly Steel ? [He draws a dagger. 

Thyra. 
Oh welcome, welcome ! 

Thy Look* are dreadful, and I read thy Purpofe. 
If 'tis the Meflbnger of honeft Death, 
Behold my Breaft I I'll blefs the friendly Stroke ; 
And Wefs Thee for this laft, moft generous Proof 
Of Faith and Love fincere ! 

Eg B ERT. 

Yes ! I have read 

Of a item Father, who, feverely kind, 

And deaf to ftruggling Nature's loud Appeal, 

Shed his dear Daughter's innocent Blood, to fave har 

From an Invader's Luft :— A jufter Purpofe 

Glows in my Breaft— Why fhou'd the Brave and Good 

Fall felf-devoted ? — Let the guilty Heart 

Bleed 
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Bleed for its Crimes. Then take this honefr Dagger : 
And when the Robber comes, with dauntlefs Arm 
Plunge it into his Heart. 

Th yr a. 

Alas, my Lord ! 

&GBIRT, 

What ? does the treacherous Blood forfake thy Cheek? 
Thou who, unmov'd, coud'ft dare it's deadly Point, 
Not dare inflict the Blow! TJiou lovely Weaknefe ! 
Courage with Softnefs join'd !— O fweet Perfection F 
Yet muft thou ftrike !— Oh think, how future Times, 
Ages unborn, (hall blefs thy friendly Hand ! 
Howthcchafte Praife of Matron-Tongues fhall faint thee, 
And wondring Babes, refcu'd from Slav'ry's Woe 
By this brave Deed, fhall lifp my Thyra' s Name ! 

Thyra. 

What, (bin my Hand with Murder ! Heav'n forbid I 

Egbert. 

Blafpheme not Juftice. — What ! when rhouVt purfu'd 
Ev'n to Perdition's Brink ; (halt thou not turn, 
And flay the fell Deftroyer ? 

Thyra. 

Oh, my Heart ! 

Alas, my Arm is weak ! 1 am unpraais'd 

In Deeds of Blood ! 'Tis terrible to think f 

What then, to do! — When I fbouM ftrike, the Dagger 

Wou'd faulter in my Hand ! 

Egbert. 

Let Danger rowze thee ; 

Fear make thee bold. — Ev'n now the Spoiler comes I 

Thyra. [catching him. 

Oh fave me, Egbert ! 

EOBER T. 

Hark ! the Guard requires me ! 
I muft be gone.— 

Thyra. 
No, we will never part, 

F 3 Egbert* 
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Egbert. 

We mull ! we mull !— Hark ! Goodwin calls again. 
Another Moment brings Deftru&ion on thee. 
Speed thy Refolves — Farewel ! — [Going* 

T h y R A, 

Oh horrible \ 

Give me the Dagger! [She takes the Dagger. 

Egbert. 
Angels ftrengthen thee ! 
N >u% prove thee worthy of a Briton's Love. 
By one brave Blow, redeem thyfelf from Shame ; 
Thy Egbert from the Depth of poifon'd Dungeons; 
Thy groaning Country from the Scourge of Denmark / 
Retire: he'll feek thee in the inner Tent; 
And when he comes; — Oh Heaven direft her Hand ? 

[Exit Egbert. 

T H Y R A. 

Farewel, my honour'd Lord ! — Here am I left, 
With not a Friend to aid, but this dire Weapon \ 
Now, pitying Heav'n, protect me! — Hark! what 
Inev'ry Sound I hear the Ravifher! — [Noife ! 
How dreadful Silence, at the Dead of Night ! 
Pregnant with Horrors ! — Oh, thou fatal Weapon, 
Dark Minifter of Death ! Oft haft thou arm'd " 
Th' Afiaflin's Hand with Fate ! This once befriend 

■ ■ * 

Defpatring Innocence. r — 

Come, Matron-Courage ! Thou who didft infpire 
The brave B*lhulian\ and with dauntlefs Step, 
Didft lead her to the proud Jiffy: tan's Tent ! 
Now aid my trembling Hand ! Teach me. like her,, 
Fearlcfs to ftrike where Juftice points the Blow ! 
That when he comes, This may revenge our Wrongs, 
And fet my Country free. — [She puts up the Dagger. 

E D W I N A. w , 

- 

Jiark? — didft not hear « - ; 

Tho Tread of Feet, as ruillmg thro' the Grove ? — 

SCENE 
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SCENE IH. totbmUA ROLD, ATHELSTAN, 
on the oppoftte Side cf the Stage. 

Thyra. [Afide /«Edwina. 

Oh, blafting to mine Eyes ! The Robber comes ! 
Clad 'in his gorgeous Plume ! 

Edwin a. 

Retire we hither, [They retire to the farthejl 

Till he hath gain'd the Tent. [part ef the Stage* 

Harold. [To Athelstan. 
This Way, brave Friend. — 

ATHELST AN, 

Soft ! — left the Guard 

O'erhearus — Profperoufly we have eluded 

The unfufpecYing Watch. — I dread the Sound 

Of my own Footfteps. — Lead me, gen'rous Harold, 

Where I may lurk unfeen. — 

Harold. 

Thro' that blind Path, [ 
He muft approach her Tent. 'Tis form'd for Arnbufh: 
Dark as his purpos'd Deed. Go, hide thee there. — 
And when he comes — For e'er a Minute's Round 
He means to come — 

Athelstan. [Draws a Dagger. 

Now Gothmund, Fate draws near. -~ [ance ! 

Down, throbbing Heart! Thou malt have fpeedy Vcnge- 
Harold*, allThanks are yoQt\~[AthtlJian enters the Tent. 

Harold, [Ahudto Athelstan. 
Hold thy Refolve ; 

And Fate ihali crown thy Wifh. — [ Exit Harold. 

Tkyra. [Advancing. 
Oh, dreadful Sounds, 

To which, the Midnight Thunder's Voice were nvld ! 

F 4 «< Hold 
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«< Hold thy Refolve, and Fate fhall crown thy Wifli!*'— 
Then Iamloft!---EDWiNA, let us fly, — 
Rum thro* thefe Woods, and truft his mercilefs Guards: 
They may have Pity ! 

Ed win a. 

Rather, - linger not. 

Purfue the Robber thro' that gloomy Path : 
Its Darknefs aids thy Purpofe. Hafte thee, hafte thee : 
This Moment's thine': The next, perhaps, is Goth- 

[mund's. 

Thyra. [Drawing the Dagger. 
Then, Heav'n aflift me ! -—Oh, thou treach'rous Arm, 
Why doft thou tremble thus! — What mean thefeHorrors, 
That freeze my Blood ! — Did I not hear a Voice ? — 
With hollow Groans,it cry'd, " Hold,hold thy Hand ! " — 
Infernal Fiends, why do you thus befct me ? 
Hence, bloody Spectres, nor afflict my Senfe : 
Go, glare on Guilt : for i am innocent ! — 
A vaunt, falfe Terrors ! — Now be firm, my Heart ! 
Oh, my revolting Hand!— I dare not ftrike.— 
Hence, feminine Fear ! — The Coward turns to Valour, 
When goaded by Defpair ! — [She enters the Pajfage. 

Edwina. 
Heav'n guide her Dagger, 
And bury it in his Heart ! — - 

Athelstan. [Within. 

Oh Treachery I 
Die, Villain, die ! 

Ed w i N A. 
Ye bleflcd Pow'rs, protect her ! 

Athelstan. [Entering with his Dagger 
Whoe'er thou art, falfe Dane y [blcody. 
I bear thy Life-blood on my Dagger's Hilt. 

■ 

£dwina. 
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Ed win a. 

Who? Athelstan !— What Blood?— I fear, I feari 

Athelstan. 
If Fate be juft, 'tis Got hmund's.— Where's mr 

Eowina, [Child? 
Oh, cou'd eternal Darknefs bury Her, 
Or bury Thee ! Or Thunder ftrike thee dead ; 
And fave thee from that killing Sight, which foon 
Shall turn thee into Horror, — thou wert happy ! — 
For thou haft done a Deed — [Shi enters the Pajfagt. 

Thyra. [Within. 
I bleed ! I die ! — 
Edwina ! Edwina ! — 

Athelstan. 
Chain'd down by Terror, 

I wait the Bolt of Fate ! —That Voice of Death, 
Dreadful as Lightning from the Midnight Cloud, 
Hath cleft my Brain ! — Nor ever did the Flames 
Of Hell difcover, to the hopelefs Damn'd, 
A Glympfe of deeper Horror! — Where's my Child! — 
Oh Torture, Torture ! 

To. him Eowina, hating Thyra wounded and 

fainting. 

Thyra. 
Help me ! — Oh ! my Father I — 

Athelstak. 
Oh Heav'n and Earth ! Death! Murder! Parricide! 

[She falls : he throws himfelf on the Ground by her. 
Speak, Emma, fpeak ! How is it with thee ? 

Th y ra. 

Oh ! — 

Athelstan* [Rifmg and traverfing the Stage. 
Can'ft thou not fpeak ? — Hoa! help! {he bleeds to Death! 
No Friend to help! — hear me, ye barbarous Danes/ 
Behold a Sight, fhall make the flinty Heart 

Qf 
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Of favage Pow'r weep Blood!— My Child! my Child!— 
Twas I that kill'd thee \ [Kneels over her* 

Thyra. 
Can'ft thou e T er forgive — 

Athelstan. 

Forgive! Forgive! 

Thyra. 

My parricidal Hand, 

That aim'd an impious Blow. — Content I die : 
Yes ghdly yield my Life : pleas'd to have 'fcap'd 
A Fate more dreadful had imy guilty Arm 
Shed my dear Father's Blood ! 

At helst a n. 
Oh Scorpion Stings ! 

Thou dear expiring Saint! What! aflc Forgivenefs 
Of him who murder 'd thee! She faints, (he faints! 
Oh tell thy Murderer, tell thy wretched Father, — 
Leave me not to Di ft r action,— tell me, tell me, 
Thoudoft forgive my Crime? 

Thyra. • 

Witnefs, ye Pow'rs, 

Howl forgive ! Kind Heav'n, aflwagehrs Pangs!—- 

Oh Egbert ! muft I never more behold thee! 

Bid my dear Lord remember me — Alas ! 

My fwimmingEyes grow dark! — Where is myFather!— - 

Where is my Hufband! — lay me down in Peace ! 

Oh Heav'n receive my Soul — [SbedieK 

ATHELSTAN. 

She's dead! (he's dead! 

Stay, blclTcd Saint! hover awhile in Air, 

And take thy loft, thy wretched Father with thee! — 

That ne'er muft be t For (he is fled to Heav'n, 

Where Peace and Virtue dwell ! Where Guilt and 

Murder and Parricide, muft never come ! [Treafon, 

Open, thou Earth ! Oh, drag me down, ye Fiends, 

To endlefs Anguifh! Heap the fulph'rous Torture 

On 
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On my accurfed Head! Exhauft the Stores 
Of heav'nly Wrath awak'd ! Yet weak will be 
Your fierceft Vengeance, to that inward Hell 
That Rages here ■ — [Strikes bis Breaji, and throws' 

[himfelf on the Body, 

SCENE VII. To Urn Siward and Officers.^ 

SlWARD. 

Hoa, Athelstan, where art thou ? 

The King hath ftorm'd the Camp: thsDaruszre flying : 

England again is free. 

Athelstan* 
Too late— Oh, Oh ! — ■ 

Si WARD. 

What means this Sceneof Blood! — AhlTHYRAflain! — 

Athelstan. 
Behold the Work of this accurfed Hand ! 
Lo, where (he lies! — A dark and fatal Error 
With facrilegious Fury arm'd the Father 
Againft his blamelefs Child I 

S 1 w A R D. 

Oh Sight of Woe! 

Poor bleeding Innocence! — Let honeft Vengeance 
Rowze thee from Grief. To fire thy Soul to Conqueft, 
I hafted thro' the Camp ; and left the Field, 
Where valiant Egbert, freed from Denmark 9 s Chain, 
Hath buried deep his Sword in Gothmund's Heart, 
And 1 ads thy Mercians, clad in gloomy Terror, / 
•O'er Heaps of flaughter'd Danes ! — Rife, valiant Duke; 
Rife from this Trance of Woe! The Danes are flying. 

Athelstan. 
Oh never, never will I rife from hence!— 
Go, tell thy injur'd King, that Athelstan, 
Wounded by Penitence, wept his Wrongs in Blood! 
Tell him, thou faw'ft me leaning o'er my Child, 
Raving in Pangs of Horror and Defpair, 
A Sight to melt ftern Juftice into Tears! — 

Oh 
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Ohtellhirn, Siward, haplefs Athelstan 
Tho* guilty, yet not vile, felf punifh'd fell! — 
Now die and be at Peace! — Now traiterous Heart, 
Receive thy juft Reward! [He raifes his Arm to Jlah 
Siward. {him/elf, they prevent him. 
Prevent bis Fury, 

Athelstak. [Struggling 
OfF — nor tempt your Fate! — 
Dreadful is armed Rage, that pants for Death ; 
By Ills cxafperated Such is mine 5 
Made fatal by Defpair! — Then flwn my Fury! 
My Dagger thirfts but for my own Life Blood : 
Why muft it rum on yours! — Too much, too much, 
My murderous Hand hath fpijt! — Qh Emma, Emma ! 

[He Jinks and drops the Dagger. 

Siward. 

Support and raife him. — Hear me, Athelstan! 
Hear Friendfhip*s Voice! — It is thy Siward calls. — 
His Cheelc turns,pale. — Alas, my generous Friend, 
How are thy Virtues loft ! — 

Athelstan. 

Oh dire Event! 

Was it for this, thy dear, tfcy virtuous Mother 
Indued the Child-bed Pang! Was it for this, 
She fofter'd thee at her cbafte Matron- Breaft! 
And, in the Fondnefs of parental Hope, 
Styl'd thee the Joy of our declining Years!— 

Oh fatal, fatal Blow! 

Siward. 

Lift up thine Eyes! 

In Pity to thy weeping Siward, fpeak! 
Hear, generous Athelstan! 

O * ncER. 

He heeds thee not. 

Athelst AKi 
Thus to be flaughter'd by thy Father's Hand! 
My Emma-— Ob, myChil*! 

Siward. 

♦ 
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SlWARD. 

• • • " • 

An agonizing Sweat 

Sits on his Brow : The Hand of Death is on him, 

Athelstan. 
Oh! Oh! Oh! [D** 

S I W A R D. 

He dies! hie dies !-— His ftrong conflicting Griefs 

Have burft his mighty Heart!— Oh, Athelstan! 

Thy Friends (hall Weep, and ev'ry generous Foe, 

Confefs thy Virtues, and lament thy Fate ! 

Had ft thou been true! what brighter Name had dcckM 

Thy Country's Story! But thy tow'ring Spirit, 

Deep-fhaken by the Tempeft of Revenge, 

From its Uprightnefs tottering, bore thee down 

Ev'n to Perdition's Depth — Yet may the Woes 

Which HeavVs avenging Hand hath hcap'dupon thee 

Recorded ftand, a Monument of Juftice! 

That when in future Times a King fhall reign, 

Brave, good, and juft, the Father of his People, 

Th' abhorr'd Example may avert thofe Ills 

Thy traitrous Arm hath wrought — That blackRebellion 

May never rear her Standard ; nor umheath 

Her guilty Sword, to aid the fell Invader! 

That Faction's Sons in thee their Fate may read ; 

That by the Father's Crime the Child fhall bleed, 

And private Woe to publick Guilt fucceed. i 



End of the Fifth Act. 



EPILOGUE, 

Written by Mr. Gar rick, 
Spoken by Mrs. Ci bber. 

CT^O /peak Ten Words, again Tve fetch' d my Breath ; 

The Tongue of Woman Jlruggles hard with Death. 
T m Words ! will that fuffice ? Ten Words— no more. 
We always give a Thoufand to the Score. 

What can provoke thefe Wits their Time to wajle, 
To pleafe that fickle, feeting Thing caWd Tafle? 
It mocks all Search, for Sub/lance has it none ; 
Like Hamlet's GhoJl—'Tis here—'Tis there— Tis gone* 
Mow very few about the Stage agree f 
As Men with different Eyes a Beauty fee, 
So judge they of that /lately Dame — Queen-Tragedy. 

The Greek-read Critic, as his Mi/irefs holds her, 
And having little Love, for Trifles folds her : 
Excufes want of Spirit , Beauty, Grace, 
But ne'er forgives her failing — Time, arid Place. 
How do our Sex ofTaJle in Judgment va>y f 
Mifs Bell adores, what's loath' d by Lady Mary : 
The firfl in Tendernefs a very Dove, 
Melts like the feathered Snow, Juliet's Love : 
Then, fighing, turns to Romeo by her Side, 
u Can you believe that Men for Love have dydf " 
Her Ladyjbip, who vaults the Coarjir's back, 
Leaps the ba> r'd Gate, and calls you Tom and Jack j 
Detefls thefe Whinings, like a true Virago; 
She's all for Daggers ! Blood! Blood! Blood! Iagofj 

A third 



